1 Inside cover | The Last Jobber

Inside cover
 
 
There are two theses about Brian Winterflood, who has a claim to the title of the Last Jobber in the City of London. 
The first thesis is that, without him, London might not be the world’s dominant financial centre in the first decades of the twenty-first century, however fleeting that condition may be. 
The second, that he saved the London Stock Exchange from the first hostile German takeover. 
These are tabloid claims, and need arguing against a possible chorus of raspberries. 
Brian Winterflood did not set out to create either of these effects. They were a natural consequence of his dominance of the share trading in small companies in London markets for thirty years, and the reputation he established for honesty, toughness and integrity. 
He arrived in the City of London at the age of sixteen in 1953 as a messenger boy, the lowest rung on the City’s complex and rigid social scale. 
Nearly fifty years later, at the height of the dotcom boom, a middle-aged messenger who worked for Winterflood Securities banked an annual salary of £12,000, but also earned an individual bonus of £70,000. 
The clean, simple traditional act of trading – buying and selling – made Brian and those who worked for him, a fortune. 
But Brian Winterflood’s story is not just a conventional one, working-class boy makes good, marries terrific girl, has wonderful family, makes his pile, sits on the same charity boards as a former Governor of the Bank of England, and lives happily ever after. As Carol Leonard, then a market reporter for The Times put it: 
‘There is something about Brian Winterflood that people fear, something deep within him that distances him from people – and from his own childhood. It is a steely protective barrier wrought out of sheer discipline, which is all but impenetrable.’ 
 
This is an attempt to get behind that protective barrier, but not to remove it. 
 
 
 
Brian Milton spent ten years as a BBC Radio reporter, and fifteen years in national and international television as an Editor and Presenter, mainly of financial programmes. He has written a number of books, mainly about his adventures. 
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To my wonderful wife and family
from the luckiest man you’ll ever meet.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Preamble
 
 
There are two theses about Brian Winterflood.
One is that, without him, London might not be the world’s dominant financial centre in the first decades of the twenty-first century, however fleeting that condition may be.
Two, he helped save the London Stock Exchange from the first hostile German takeover.
These are tabloid claims, and need arguing against a possible chorus of raspberries.
Brian Winterflood did not set out to create either of these effects. They were a natural consequence of his dominance of the share trading in small companies in London markets for thirty years, and the reputation he established for honesty, toughness and integrity.
He arrived in the City of London at the age of sixteen in 1953 as a messenger boy, the lowest rung on the City’s complex and rigid social scale. The ancient square mile to the west and north of Tower Bridge on the Thames had for two centuries been the financial capital of the world. At the beginning of the second half of the twentieth century it was living on hard times, and was absolutely defined by a rigid social class structure.
The king of the City was the Governor of the Bank of England, back then Lord Cobbold, so far away from ordinary mortals that myths surrounded him, as they did all Governors. The Governor’s eyebrow was said to be the most effective way to control banks and financial institutions within his camp. The higher the Governor’s eyebrow rose, the more he disapproved; this was invariably fatal. One could not argue with that eyebrow, and the owner himself need give no reason why it rose and fell.
Princes of the City were the merchant bankers, a club of men – not a woman amongst them – defined by historian David Kynaston as ‘elderly, of an Establishment background, very conservative, only occasionally competitive’. Many of them were in firms founded by brilliant German Jews. Merchant bankers were absolutely certain of their position within society, as one of them, Peter Spira, put it at the time:
 
‘Bankers used to despise stockbrokers. When I was at Warburgs, the idea of ever calling on a stockbroker was absolute anathema. Jobbers? You didn’t even know jobbers.’
There were strong opinions then about the right way to make money in the City, and a great deal of snobbery. Some ways – merchant banking, fund management, stock-broking itself – were deemed ‘sound’. Other ways of making money were ‘spivvy’, and jobbers were certainly seen as spivs (‘Man living by his wits without regular work’: OED).
This is despite the fact that every transaction ever enacted is a ‘trade’, with a buying and selling price.
The trade itself is the only real financial reality.
A politician can come along and say, this is ‘worth’ something. But it is not really worth anything until someone gives him that price. That price is what it is ‘worth’, until someone is actually prepared to give him another price, higher or lower.
Without the trade itself, what is anything ‘worth’?
As the actual value itself is in the trade, it is odd that this process is deemed ‘grubby’ and ‘unsound’, because the jobber doing that trade is actually taking risk. He is creating liquidity to make the trade, putting his financial life on the line.
In any logical view of the way finance works, surely it is more noble and heroic to act as trader than taking a fixed percentage of someone else’s money?
Acting as if that money is your own, because you are lending it on? Why is that noble and worthy of more respect?
The young Winterflood started as a messenger to a stockbrokers – bankers at least spoke to stockbrokers – but soon decided he should be with jobbers. If there were gentlemen and barrow boys, stockbrokers and jobbers, he decided he had better be a barrow boy, because he did not know enough rich people to be a gentleman.
Back then, the City worked on what was called single capacity. Most of the money that went into buying shares in companies came from wealthy individuals. These individuals bought and sold shares through their brokers, and personal relations mattered. If one did not know rich clients, and Winterflood did not, it was no use being a stockbroker.
Many brokers were Old Etonians, Harrovians or Wykehamists.
Brokers would take their client’s orders to the floor of the Stock Exchange and deal in the shares through jobbers, who made two prices on the shares, a price to buy, and a higher price to sell. The difference in the two prices was the ‘spread’. If a share was heavily traded among a lot of jobbers, the ‘spread’ was narrow, and if it was lightly traded the ‘spread’ widened. Jobbers were, in effect, book-makers, they took risk, and the ‘spread’ they charged was their reward, taking their ‘turn’ for taking the risk.
What was supposed to happen was that the broker would go around all the jobbers to seek a price in a share, without letting the jobber know if he was a buyer or a seller. Once a two-way price had been given, then the broker would say if he wanted to buy, or to sell.
The deal was an oral deal, but it was expected to hold.
The motto was, Dictum Meum Pactum, ‘My Word is my Bond’.
After a false start, for nearly thirty years Winterflood came to take risk every day, buying and selling, living on his wits alone with his word as his bond, in the smallest of the five big jobbers, Bisgood Bishop.
He was in competition with a dwindling number of similar men until – it is said today – with his own firm Winterflood Securities seeing its twenty first birthday in 2009 – that he is the last jobber in London.
His working life covers the most revolutionary changes ever to have occurred in finance.
Britain’s capital has reverted to its legendary pre-1914 role, when it was the hub of a world empire. If the first empire ended with the American Revolution in 1776, and the second with Indian independence in 1947, London is now the powerful centre of a third empire. It is certainly the financial capital of Europe, and able again to look New York in the eye despite the immense wealth of the United States economy backing American markets. Hundreds of billions of pounds and dollars and euros sluice through the City every day, fortunes risked and won or lost on an economic ‘number’ or an interest rate rise. Young men, and some women, of no social standing at all can earn millions of pounds annually within a financial machine that now lives almost independently of the industrial base it was created to serve.
Throughout this period of immense change, Winterflood traded relentlessly, made prices, ducked and dived, stayed in the black, constantly in competition, for a long time indistinguishable, except for his excess of ‘animal spirits’, from dozens of other jobbers on the floor of the ‘House’ – the Stock Exchange.
More than twenty years went by, and jobbers remained at the bottom of the City social hierarchy, but that hierarchy was crumbling as the ‘animal spirits’ at the core of all financial transactions re-asserted themselves out of the 1978/9 ‘Winter of Discontent’ and the ensuing Thatcher Government.
Great names in the City, names that mean nothing to today’s young City dealers but which once echoed around the financial world – Messels, James Capel, Wood Mackenzie, Fielding Newson-Smith, Pember & Boyle, Pinchin Denny, Simon & Coates, Laurie Milbank, Vickers da Costa, Scrimgeour Kemp-Gee, Kitcat & Aitken – went into the 1980s facing the shattering revolution of the Thatcher era.
They expected to survive…and where are they now?
Greenwells is poignantly remembered as a company that took 200 years to create and 200 days to disappear. That could be said of most of them.
It was in this decade that Brian Winterflood made the single decision that was to determine the first of his unique roles, and in passing, make his fortune. As the financial world spiralled into the stratosphere and the rest of the world looked on and envied – and often hated – what was happening, the ‘loadsa money’ years, Winterflood forged the vital link between new entrepreneurs rising in Britain, and the markets to serve them.
He gave these entrepreneurs access to this fabled financial world. Without that link, Britain would be the poorer.
Small businesses in the UK employ more than twelve million people, half the workforce in the private sector.
Compare this with the non-productive public sector which employs six million people, having grown by seven hundred thousand since New Labour came to power in 1997. People working in small businesses – the trade unions and the confederation of small businesses agree on this figure – contribute seven hundred billion pounds to the British economy.
The City of London is central to the way business grows, and the square mile contributes more than a quarter of the total income of the United Kingdom.
London’s financial services are vital, its market share speaks for itself:
-foreign exchange turnover daily is US$1,109 billion, more than a trillion dollars a day, almost a third of the global total
-40 percent of the global foreign equity market
-70 percent of all Eurobonds are traded in the City
-20 percent of international bank lending is arranged in the UK
-the world’s leading market for international insurance, with a 2005 income of £167 billion
-88 million metal contracts traded annually
-415 million contracts annually traded on London’s international futures exchange – Euronext.liffe
-£3,450 billion total funds under management in the UK in 2005
-£1,607 billion overseas earnings from shipping in 2004
-£2,160 billion pension fund assets under management, the third largest in the world in 2004
-£643 billion daily turnover – 43% of the global total – in ‘over the counter derivatives
-80 percent of the $8 billion European Unions Emissions scheme
-75 percent of Fortune 500 companies have London offices
-There are 255 foreign banks in London
-610 foreign companies are listed on the London Stock Exchange
 
To survive in Britain, despite or even because of the might of the City of London’s services globally, small businesses must grow. Once they reach a certain size, most of them seek to ‘go public’ to find new finance to expand. They bring in financial experts, get the business valued, divide it into shares, and the company is brought to market. Some of the shares, at least ten percent, are sold to raise money to fund further expansion. Investors, private and institutional, buy the shares and expect to reap the rewards for the risk they take, and this risk and reward is reflected in the dividend the shares pay, and the price at which they trade.
When a firm is big and powerful and growing, it is easy to get shares valued and find a market place to buy and sell them. Dozens of jobbers will ‘make a market’ for them. Who could not find a dealer to buy and sell shares in BP, British Telecom, IBM, or Microsoft? Those shares are said to be ‘liquid’.
But when a company is small and taking risks and not certain it will survive, who would buy or sell their shares?
The financial sponsor who brought the companies to the market will – for a fee – establish a price for the shares, and help with the buying and selling, and in the beginning this works. But financial sponsors have other business to do and other money to make, and anyway, where is the competition for an efficient way to make a two-way price?
On a ‘wet Thursday afternoon’?
In Britain, that job has been done by Brian Winterflood and his merry crew at Winterflood Securities.
Take one instance, but there are thousands.
Neville Buch, brought up in Rhodesia, came to England steerage class – six men to a cabin next to the engine of a ship – in the 1960’s. He had introductions in the City, learned a bit about finance, and survived the wild gyrations of the property market in the 1970’s. In 1982 he joined up with a friend called Laurie Lewis and paid £25,000 on a shake-hands deal to buy 40% of an exhibitions business Lewis had built in the rag trade. The two men used the old Biba building on Kensington High Street to bring together buyers and sellers. The business, called Blenheim, was valued then at £200,000, and Buch and Lewis set off on a buying spree for other – mostly family – businesses which were also staging exhibitions. They found lots of sellers because they were able to put a monetary value, in shares of Blenheim, on each business. The two men consolidated as they went, and moved into France and Germany, using Lewis’s rag trade contacts.
By 1986, Neville Buch had bought out Lewis – who retired to the south of France – brought in new management, and taken Blenheim to the Unlisted Securities Market, the USM. Blenheim was now valued at £6 million, with Lloyds Merchant Bank and Laing & Cruickshank as its financial friends.
Ironically, the first day of trading was ‘Big Bang’ day, October 27, 1986, when the Thatcher revolution actually struck the City.
Neville Buch: ‘Had we not been able to go to the USM, we would have been a pleasant and profitable and growing company, but we could never have been international, we never could have got to the size we did.
‘The most interesting thing for me about Brian Winterflood was when in 1991/92 the crash came, five years after we floated, it was pretty horrendous for us. Nobody on my board, including myself, had ever had experience of a recession in the exhibitions industry, which had only grown since World War Two. When you’re a golden boy in the City and you come off your pedestal, which we did, a lot of investing institutions were angry. They had thought we were a perpetual money machine. The shares had gone from 30 pence to £5.00, and then fell to £1.70. It was a horrible time. People were asking, is this company bust? We had £19 million in cash in the bank…I showed them the bank statements, but it did not help.
‘In all of that time, Brian didn’t bat an eyelid. He always supported us, he was always positive, and importantly, he always made a price. Never, ever, did he join that witch-hunt that so often happens to the golden boy when he doesn’t perform as expected. When we turned Blenheim around, up we came again and sold at a record price, no one lost any money. The shares had gone from 90 pence and sold finally at £15.00. From Brian, there was never a discouraging word. He was like that because he’s an entrepreneur and he understands the nature of making money, and the City.’
Neville Buch sold Blenheim Exhibitions, by now operating in twenty-two countries, to United Business in 1996. The price was £600 million.
All big companies start as small companies, and need a nurse to help them grow. In the explosion of animal spirits which Mrs Thatcher and her lieutenants, Geoffrey Howe, Cecil Parkinson, Nigel Lawson, Kenneth Clarke and Norman Tebbit released in the 1980s, there was a vital period in any company’s growth where it needed a hand.
There are always jobbers in every sector – media, industrial, IT – ready to help execute a trade, but only specialising within a small number of sectors.
Only one jobber, Brian Winterflood, was ready to make a price on all small company stocks.
As a result, he was acknowledged as Mister USM.
On a deeper level, the nuts and bolts bit, he became Mrs Thatcher’s Sergeant Major.
She said, ‘let it be’. Winterflood ‘made it be’.
As one of Winterflood’s lieutenants, Mike Hines, put it:
 
At Winterfloods, we shovel the rubbish at the bottom end of the market. We do lots of deals. We’re not big tickets. All the other firms want to be macho men. We’re quite happy to shovel it down our throat for a tenner a time, if you like. But of course, if you shovel thirty to forty thousand deals a day down your throat at a tenner a time, that’s a lot of earnings, and that’s really where we make our money. We make a lot of money doing the bits that no one else wants.
As if making money and providing the main route for small companies in Britain to become large companies was not enough, in his sixties Brian Winterflood sailed into an epic battle in 2000. He became the figurehead of the small investor’s fight against what was seen as a done deal, the first takeover bid from the German Stock Exchange, Deutsche Bourse. Those who backed this deal, giant banks in New York and London and Frankfurt, refused to call it a ‘takeover bid’, they said it was more of a merger. There were gigantic forces across Europe, political as well as economic, in favour of it.
For weeks Winterflood and the mainly English army of small dealers and brokers in Britain were told they had no chance at all of stopping it happening.
But Winterflood came to be seen by the media, not just in London but in the European capitals as well – the French press called him a ‘dynamiteur’ – as speaking for Britain against powerful forces, many of them leading American banks, who had reached agreement in secret. There was a feeling then that echoed the words of Humpty Dumpty (who, when he fell, remember, could not be put back together again):
 
‘When I use a word,’ said Humpty Dumpty in a rather scornful tone, ‘it means just what I choose it to mean, neither more nor less.’
‘The question is,’ said Alice, ‘whether you can make words mean so many different things.’
‘The question is,’ said Humpty Dumpty, ‘which is to be master – that’s all.’
 
In the battle to decide who was to be master in the merger of the London Stock Exchange and the Deutsche Bourse, it is worth asking who picked on Brian Winterflood as the white knight to ride into battle on the British side?
John Jay of the Sunday Times was one of the senior journalists covering the fight:
 
‘Brian picked on Brian. We picked up on the story as journalists because of his contacts and relationships with us, but Brian picked on Brian. It was really that simple. Journalists like someone who is a character, outspoken, prepared to go into battle. There’s also the matter of the little guy, that’s the other thing newspapers like. If there is one outspoken person willing to have a go, they’ll listen. It also depends on how much you resonate. Sometimes, someone will protest and there’s no resonance. At other times something will resonate. What Brian was doing resonated. You should not underestimate the still-visceral anti-German feeling in Britain. That came into it, so he was batting on a good wicket.’
This story will make the case that capitalism in Britain would be different without Brian Winterflood, and discover something of his role in beating off German control in London.
I am indebted to the sweeping brilliance of historian David Kynaston, whose ‘A Club No More’, his fourth book of a history of the City of London over the nineteenth and twentieth centuries, gave me a ‘frame’ for it.
Stories swirl around Winterflood that are City legends, not least the motto ‘if you earn it, you get it’.
In 2000, at the height of the dotcom boom, a middle-aged messenger who worked for Winterflood Securities banked an annual salary of £12,000.
He also earned an individual bonus of £70,000.
Imagine what any other company’s HR department would have done with that suggested bonus? A fit of the vapours would be an understatement.
Unsurprisingly, hardly anyone ever leaves his employ, which is like a large vibrant family.
But his story is not just a conventional one, working class boy makes good, marries terrific girl, has wonderful family, makes a fortune, sits on the same charity boards as a former Governor of the Bank of England – unafraid of eyebrows – and lives happily ever after.
As Carol Leonard, then a market reporter for The Times put it:
 
‘There is something about Brian Winterflood that people fear, something deep within him that distances him from people – and from his own childhood. It is a steely protective barrier wrought out of sheer discipline, which is all but impenetrable.’
This is an attempt to get behind that protective barrier, but not to remove it.
 
 

1 - Early life
 
 
I don’t think there was ever a time when I liked my father, he was a nasty man. He was born in 1902 but I have no idea where, nor where my mother was born two years later in 1904.
I don’t know where the name “Winterflood” comes from. People have suggested that it might be Dutch or German, who knows? People often write to me trying to trace their family connections but I always bin the letters just in case there are any skeletons lurking in the cupboard whilst I am still involved in the City. There were relations, George Winterflood, and others in London although we had no contact with them. We had more connection with my mother’s side of the family (the Waddingtons) who mostly lived in Woodford, Essex, an assortment of aunts, uncles and cousins with whom I have lost contact.
 
I was born in East Ham in the east end of London on 31st January, 1937, the eldest of three children. My sister, Doreen, 2 years younger born in 1938 and my brother, Victor, born in 1942.
My father was a tram driver and my mother was a housewife.
My earliest memories are of air-raids and the noise of the Chandlers Hill anti-aircraft battery which was positioned near to where we lived in Uxbridge. This must have been during the Blitz of 1940-41.
My first coherent memories are of Uxbridge, a market town in Middlesex, fifteen miles west of London, linked by road and through the Metropolitan Underground line. My father moved us to Uxbridge after the war. The population in the 1951 Census, the first to include my family, was put at 55,960, in a borough of sixteen square miles. Uxbridge does not appear in the Domesday Book of 1087, but it is mentioned in a deed of 1139 as Oxbridge, so it is an old town, even if it is hard to see that these days. It was the scene of negotiations for peace terms in 1645 between Parliamentary forces and King Charles the First, the king executed in 1649. The Treaty House pub in which those negotiations took place still stands. It looks quite out of place in modern Uxbridge.
The Grand Union Canal forms the western part of the borough, and I remember its banks were lined with flour mills and wharves. They are not evident now because they have been replaced by canal-side homes, which sell at a real premium. There were a number of engineering works in the town making cash collection machines, generators, transport ticket machines
 
My father didn’t go into the forces during the Second World War, maybe because, by then, he was too old. He had two cafes which he sometimes called ‘restaurants’ and because of this our house was always full of black market eggs and chests of tea. The cafes must have done well because my father had captured a particular market and he was probably the only man in the area selling eggs and chips during the rationing period.
My mother was always there for me until I grew up. She was a wonderful mother until she got older and then she became not so nice. Once I had grown up and had come out of the armed forces – National Service – she became miserable. She must have been in her early fifties by then but had had a bad time with my father as he was not beyond ill-treating her and I am sure that he had numerous affairs. I don’t really know what my father and mother were like in private as I never witnessed any tenderness between them, but in the early days they must have had something in common, mustn’t they? I did understand this but she became embittered and withdrew into herself. Much as I would try to do things for her she was not a happy woman.
When we were young we did go on holidays but it was always tinged with apprehension, wondering whether or not my father would take us to the seaside in his “posh” car; he always had one to impress his drinking buddies. I can remember going to Clacton and Broadstairs. He would leave us there and if he felt like it he would pick us up after the holiday or, if not, we would have to come home by train. We were never sure what he would do and this whole uncertainty of how he would behave did not make for a happy childhood
My mother exposed me to the scriptures and encouraged me to go to Sunday School but my parents weren’t religious and I was never confirmed. I am, I suppose, an agnostic but, of course, you appeal to God in moments of stress. I have never been one to join societies or clubs, in fact, I was often asked to become a Freemason or a Liveryman and it is only now, in my dotage, that I have finally become a Freeman of my beloved City of London and I am also a Liveryman in the Guild of Bankers. The City of London has been where I have spent my whole life. What a fortunate man I have been and I often introduce myself as ‘the luckiest man you’ll ever meet!’ Throughout these years I have acquired an enormous amount of acquaintances and enjoy social gatherings. I’m told that I am a good networker which I love to do on behalf of my Company but still I have very few close friends.
One thing that I will always be grateful to my father for was my education, although it was never actually completed through lack of funds. I went to Fray’s College which was a fee-paying school but it is not there any more as it became part of Brunel University and is now a block of modern flats. It was a day school and I remember coming home some nights quite late because we had been playing sport. I played in the first eleven as centre forward and in cricket I was also in the first team but I only liked bowling and batting, I couldn’t be bothered with fielding. I did run for the School in short distances and I took part in the School’s annual relay race against other schools in the Royal Air Force Stadium, Uxbridge, a very grand venue which was later used to accommodate the 1948 Olympic contestants. My team was winning and I took the baton for the last leg but, much to my eternal shame, one of my shoes came off and I went back to get it. We lost, of course. Perhaps that taught me another lesson in life – never go back.
My lack of interest in all sports has done me the power of good as I didn’t have to waste my time reading the Sports pages so I could concentrate on the financial news. I have actually tried golf two or three times thinking this would be good for business but, true to form, it didn’t appeal and I have had to get along without it. Actually one of my lines to women has always been ‘Never marry a sportsman – he’ll love the game more than you.’
Although I have no regard for sport we, as a firm, are very sports minded and many of our people take part in lots of sporting events which have done our business nothing but good. We also support the Duke of Edinburgh Award Scheme and we have our own in-house annual London Marathon Team which raises a lot of money for one of our charities.
I don’t remember taking my 11-plus exam. I also don’t remember much else about those days except that I didn’t like Latin. In fact it was quite ironic that I didn’t like Latin because it was the Latin Master, Mr O’Hara, who sent me off to the City. I don’t think I was academically brilliant at anything although I quite liked maths and English. I also liked geography because I always had the yearning to travel.
Regarding a career I knew that I didn’t want to follow my father by becoming a tram driver or cooking in a café. (Although in hindsight it would not have been a bad choice when you look at the celebrity chefs of today!) I had no idea of what I wanted to do except that I wanted it to be exciting. I might have thought about being in a band but I was no good, absolutely hopeless. I gave up playing the saxophone later when I joined the RAF. I thought I would get into the band there, me and my saxophone with all those wonderful boys who mostly had been in the Boys’ Brigade Band. It was like joining up with a symphony orchestra and I was so far behind it wasn’t true. I only lasted one session and that was that. So no music career.
While I was at school I had three best mates and I suppose the one I spent most of my time with was called Dennis West. My father didn’t approve of him as he came from a very poor family and wasn’t considered good enough for me. However, we had a lot in common as we were both aspiring musicians. We played in a group – I endeavoured to play the saxophone but I had a tin ear and he was slightly better than me at playing the trumpet.
The two of us used to go away to Butlins to pull as many birds as we could and, to my chagrin, he was more successful at it than me, the bugger! I always thought I was pretty smart but he beat me to it and that may have been one of the reasons why we were friends – respect.
I remember one time we were at Butlins and there was this gorgeous girl. I was quite sure she was after me but she bloody wasn’t! I was amazed and it took the wind out of my sails. I thought ‘She’s gone to a better man than me, Gunga Din’. We never fell out over girls it wasn’t that sort of friendship.
At that stage it was only petting (I think, in fairness, it was probably groping and snogging) but it was all new and wonderful but I was always amazed the girls were so much more advanced than the boys, or at least me.
On that theme it was actually between Dennis’s house and mine that I saw my first real breasts. They belonged to Pat Feasey who opened the front of her blouse to show them to all and sundry. I suppose it must have happened to every teenage boy and it is a memory that lasts for ever but, God, she was ugly!
In order to pay for our jaunts I used to work as a paper boy in the mornings before school and on Saturdays for a greengrocer boiling beetroots and doing all the odd jobs. I also remember working for a fruit merchant
selling off the back of his mobile shop, not much money but it helped.
My other ‘best mate’ was a boy called David Wesley who lived next door to us. In our house there was a ground floor window that acted as an easy access for us between our two houses. It was never on a latch. Goodness knows what would happen these days, bars and burglar alarms, no doubt.
David had an elder sister, Christine, and his father was an ex-policeman who I had a lot of respect for, and who had made good setting up an antique shop. They were well-off and their house was always immaculate. It was in direct contrast to ours as my mother was never very house-proud and my father took no interest in it at all, never cutting the grass or doing the necessary jobs around the house.
David’s mother was a lovely woman who had class and charm and I adored her. I thought that that was how families should be.
Apart from my mother at that time, Mrs Wesley was the most admired woman in my life but, unfortunately, she had one dreadful habit – she smoked. I can remember that she used to put her ‘dog-ends’ out under the tap and then put them into a pot. I found this very odd because she was such a classy lady and her house was always immaculate. Why didn’t she put them in a bin?
I smoked, of course, in fact I think I smoked because of her son. We used to nick fags from our parents’ bags and smoked them on the roof of his father’s workshop where we took pot-shots at birds with our airguns. Mrs Wesley was constantly going to Harley Street to be treated for cancer and whenever she came back she would always have wonderful presents, not necessarily big ones but always wonderful, for me as well as for her own children. I think she was as fond of me as I was of her. I always called her Mrs Wesley and never knew her first name. Very sadly she died when I was in the RAF doing National Service. I remember that was one of the few times in my life when I cried.
We used to make our own fireworks for Guy Fawkes night, which was against the law and we used all sorts of ruses to get the ingredients we needed, such as going to the chemist for saltpetre, the main ingredient, and when asked what we wanted it for said that it was for curing rabbit skins. Also we needed manganese bronze, the excuse being that we needed it for dyeing things. Another ingredient was carbide which was a solid fuel which you could turn into very loud explosions; the excuse for this was that we needed it for our old lanterns. I have to say we did a pretty good job and were thrilled to bits with the results.
David’s father had given him an ultimatum. Do you want to go into the cloth? Business? Or the services? Those were the three options, and whichever David chose his father promised to put him into the right place. David chose to become an officer in the Merchant Navy, so his father sent him to the Cutty Sark being the proper place to learn his trade. He was a good man. My father never did any such thing for me.
I often think I’ll go to Somerset House to discover if he really was my father, except I look a lot like him.
Another friend of mine was a chap called John Topliffe whose family owned a large furniture shop in Uxbridge and were quite well off. He was one of our group and we all went fishing together and later he emigrated to New Zealand where he is enjoying the great outdoors.
After I left school I didn’t do much sport. I played a bit of football now and again but never belonged to a club. On Saturday nights Dennis and I used to go to a dance hall called ‘Burtons’ located over the Burtons men’s clothes shop in Uxbridge High Street. There was also the Café Royal in the West End but going to the West End was expensive and a bit of an adventure so we didn’t go there very often. Of course we would be looking around at the girls all night and because we were always so fussy by the end of the evening we would be left high and dry.
I remember David Wesley and John Topliffe never went out on these occasions. They both had very different family lives and were more involved in the social lives of their families. It was fortunate, I suppose, in that I tended to have the best of all worlds, I would go to places like Butlins with Dennis and then perhaps a country weekend with John fishing and shooting and finally very much involved with the Wesley’s family happenings.
I remember as a teenager I once cycled from London to Birmingham to see a girl who reminded me of Patricia Roc – then a popular British film star – and I stayed overnight at her place. It was one of those situations where the parents allowed you to stay up. We were on the sofa and they kept calling down ‘Jane, are you coming to bed?’ Jane was way ahead of the game and, you think later, if only I knew then what I know now!
My mate Dennis found a serious girlfriend and they wanted to get married. They were both very young and I thought it foolhardy and wouldn’t last. His girlfriend didn’t like me as she thought I was a bad influence on him. I must say that we celebrated their fiftieth wedding anniversary last year (how wrong can you be!). I had no intention of getting married, ever, as the examples I had seen had left me averse to the idea. Eventually, I did get married. I tried not to get attached but Doreen eventually grew on me. She still is growing on me.
My father stopped paying the fees at Frays. My sister Doreen was also there but had to leave to finish her education in a secondary modern school and my brother Victor, that much younger, didn’t have a private education at all.
My brother Victor looks exactly like me now, in fact, we have been taken for twins so much so this actually led to an extraordinary experience in Corsica which I will tell you about at a later date. However, when he was younger he had ginger hair, now it is white like mine.
Victor was always interested in cars and engines and although I suggested that he come up to the City to get a job he preferred working with his hands and got a job in a garage.
During this time my father was becoming impossible to live with. He was a big bloke physically and I was frightened of him as he did try to hit me on occasions. One day he came home the worse for wear for Christmas lunch and upset everyone, so I threw a bag of flour at him. He chased me around the garden and down the street but fortunately I got away and returned home once the boozy outrage had subsided. I must have been seventeen then and thought this has got to stop. I have a fear of being drunk because I had seen it so often and what it could do to a man. My father used to hit my mother so I would never raise a hand to a woman. I was always worried about not having enough money to pay the bills – I suppose this is what forms your character, doesn’t it? I always pay my bills on time even before I go on holiday – just in case.
My father left home and we were in a precarious position because we couldn’t stay in the house. I don’t know the financial circumstances, perhaps it was mortgaged? All I knew was that I had to find somewhere for us four to live. I went to the Council and they put us into what was then called a ‘halfway house’ for people who were homeless. My mother and sister lived in one part of the house with the females and my brother and I lived in another. I hated it. By then I was working in the City and would have to come home to this horrible place and put up with snide remarks about my ‘City’ appearance.
I was then called up to do my National Service and was deeply upset at having to leave them in that place, but what could I do?
Carol Leonard: I think human beings have an amazing ability that if they have had a very bad experience when they were young, that they minimise the psychological damage, they block it out. They can feel it within themselves and they block it out. I think that for Brian to be as successful as he has been, and he’s been phenomenally successful, he’s clearly mastered the art of doing that better than most people. He’s a very well-rounded, balanced individual, but he has clearly had an extremely unhappy childhood. His father was an alcoholic, his father used to beat up his mother, and Brian is a very strong, disciplined individual. I don’t know whether these qualities come from his mother or the best side of his father. People say it’s the better side of his father, he is said to look just like his father looked and he has the attraction to women his father had, and his sons have.
They’re a very good-looking family.
Although he can’t remember his childhood, Brian clearly remembers enough to know what he doesn’t want to be like, and that discipline, that steeliness, that frightening, super-human discipline – I will not allow myself to be like that – having watched the trial and consequences of that kind of behaviour on his mother, that’s a memory that will last forever.
I have gone through my childhood in my mind to discover my own story and all sorts of things came out from sixty years ago that I had completely and utterly forgotten about. When I think back to some of the people I knew at school I thought, I must have known them better than that! What did I do? I remembered the football matches and then I thought of Sunday lunches with a particular friend’s family but, alas, I lost contact with them many years ago. I also remembered the cricket matches and was amazed at what memories came back to me. One of these was being hit by a cricket ball in the throat and I thought I was going to die, I can’t remember exactly how old I was at the time but my God it did scare me.
In my imagination I walked through the Uxbridge I knew after the War, from my school to my house in Lancaster Road, to the Station, to Vine Lane and to Windsor Street. I went all the way around the Town in my mind’s eye recalling it all. In 1948 I was ten years old and at that time the Olympic athletes were housed all over Uxbridge so that they could take the Metropolitan Line into the Olympic Stadium at White City. We collected autographs all the time and I had hundreds of them but, unfortunately, never got to see any of the Games.
In the summer we always went to the Uxbridge Open-air Swimming Baths, an Art Deco building. I particularly remember a chap there who we christened “Mr. Muscles” because he was straight out of a Hollywood film, a wonderful tanned, muscle-bound body with what we would now call “a six-pack” . We were just boys but to us and the girls he was certainly “Mr. Big”. He used to stretch himself out, lapping up the admiration but I think, actually, he was gay. Funny enough he never ever got his swimsuit wet.
I had to leave Frays College at sixteen because my father didn’t pay the fees. At that time there was no such thing as a Careers Master but my Latin Master, Mr O’Hara, was very nice, in spite of the fact that I didn’t like his subject, and asked me what I was going to do. I told him I had no idea but that I would like to make some money. He said that I should go where they make the money and that he had a stockbroker friend that I might be able to go and see. He set me up with an interview and I made my first foray into the City of London.
Before I went for my interview I had to get a suit. My father actually took me to Liverpool Street to kill two birds with one stone, to see where my interview would take place, and to buy me a suit. Although I was overjoyed at this he again showed me his true colours, at the same time, by buying himself much better quality clothes for him than for me. You had to wear a shirt with, usually, a stiff collar which in those days used to be made of white paper bought from A.J.Neal’s in Old Broad Street. After a couple of outings it had to be thrown away, much cheaper than having laundered collars. I remember on one occasion when I took Doreen to the Battersea Park Festival of Britain funfair we went on the waterslide and when we came off, because my collar had got soaked with the water, it completely disintegrated. Not a good impression.
I can remember my mother taking me to Uxbridge Station to catch the Metropolitan Line to Liverpool Street and how embarrassed I was at kissing her goodbye in front of all the commuters (I am delighted to say that my own dear children are never embarrassed kissing me ‘hello’ or ‘goodbye’ in the street). My interview was with Mr A.K.Barr, senior partner of Greener Dreyfus. I think he actually created the job for me on the behest of his friend Mr O’Hara. My duties were as general dogsbody and messenger which entailed running around the City. Greener Dreyfus was a well-known stockbrokers. They had been going some fifty years and were specialists in the Kaffir market (South African shares – you are not allowed to say ‘Kaffir’ any more but it was OK then). They also specialised in breweries and had six or seven partners.
 
 

2 - A blue button with Greener Dreyfus
 
 
 
I remember running around the City as a messenger, working out of Salisbury House in London Wall. When I got to the office, it wasn’t quite Dickensian, but it felt that way. Salisbury House is still there, one of the few buildings left from that era. To get into Greener Dreyfus you went along a corridor into a whole series of offices with ‘Greener Dreyfus’ on the glass panels. Once entering the office which was open plan, people were beavering away at their chores whilst further on was the post-room which, I remember, contained the inevitable kettle for the tea-break.
As you progressed past the post-room there was a very dark imposing corridor which I learned was where the Partners lived in their individual offices. It wasn’t quite a ‘no go’ area but you only went along it if and when required to do so. That corridor said all anyone needed to know about the class system, not being allowed along a corridor unless specifically invited.
 
At the other end of the offices was a rather large empty room (for most of the day) and this was where the dealers and the staff who spent the day at the Stock Exchange in Throgmorton Street retreated to in the late afternoon once the Stock Exchange had closed at 3.30pm.
Most of my day was spent out and about as a messenger and in the early morning and late afternoon in the post-room. One of my daily errands was to be summoned by Mr Reese, one of the Senior Partners, who instructed me to go to the local Bewlays tobacco shop to get him 20 Black ‘Sobranie’ (Turkish cigarettes, I believe) and occasionally a packet of ‘Passing Cloud’. Strangely enough these were considered to be a ladies cigarette; my Mother occasionally smoked them.
Going into the City showed me social class barriers at work. My school was a fee-paying school so I had been at that sort of level where I didn’t really notice class but when I got to the City it was definitely them and us.
Stockbrokers at Greener Dreyfus didn’t seem to do anything. They were born into it and had clients and so on. I wouldn’t say they were snobs but it never occurred to me or them that there was any other way of living, them over there and me over here. I didn’t find it horrible or threatening. It was what it was. Strangely enough I go past those offices now and they look just the same from the outside although not on the inside I am pleased to say.
I had two or three friends at Greener Dreyfus and one of them, Keith Lambert, went on to be a partner in another Stock-broking firm.
I can’t remember how much I was paid; all I know is that it was a pittance. I think it was less than £10 a week before tax. Of course, I had to give some to my mother and buy my season ticket to the City. Things got a little bit more expensive when I became a blue button and had to buy my financial newspaper so there wasn’t a lot left over. At first I didn’t find it easy to follow the ‘FT’ but I went through it every day.
When I started in the City in 1953 we did work half days on Saturday. Much later on there was a period in which we dealt in USM stocks on Saturdays.
 
The Partners were never in early. We did the post and kept the office tidy. Everything was piled up and as soon as the staff came in we had mail from overnight to distribute. We were taught to make sure the clocks were always wound up, blotting paper on a dealer’s table was always there and clean everyday, newspapers were available and, of course, we had to make sure that there was tea on tap (no teabags then). The inkwells had to be full and the heaters all lit – that was my job. I also ran around the City going into Banks paying in cheques, delivering stock and spending a great deal of time at the Government Stamp Office in Austin Friars.
I was a general dogsbody.
In the winter it was perishing cold and it rained a lot and one of my abiding memories of the City in those days was that you could go through virtually every building on your route and not get wet. You didn’t have to say who you were or what you were doing. You might go into a building and want to go to the fifth floor and there was always a liftman. He would say ‘which floor are you going to?’ If you said the second he would tell you to walk up the stairs and he would make sure you did it, so you always said ‘Third Floor’ and then walked down…a little authority could make people feel important.
 
About 11 o’clock every working day we all met at the APA, a café in Copthall Avenue, for a cup of Bovril and an egg roll. After the break we carried on running around with messages. We did shifts for lunch and fortunately were given luncheon vouchers then worked throughout the afternoon, running here, there, it never seemed to stop. A lot of deliveries to the Banks that closed at 3.30pm. I reckon we finished at about 6.30 pm.
 
The Stock Exchange was an old building, and when I joined it seemed a gigantic building from the inside. The outside view of the building was from Throgmorton Street, a narrow street so the buildings on both sides went up sheer. The Stock Exchange was not impressive from the outside, albeit that along this particular facade of the Stock Exchange were rather grand steps, with very big, heavy brown doors. That was where Stock Exchange Members and house staff were allowed to go in. There were three entrances – far end, middle and the west end – where my firm was, next to Draper’s Gardens.
Once inside, there was marble everywhere, with liveried waiters in their sentry boxes at the top of the stairs on one side. Turn left to go up the stairs to the Admin offices of the Stock Exchange, or directly left to go down to the incredible toilets.
There was a lot of marble in the toilets, and beautiful wood on the doors, embossed soaps with the stock exchange motto, and embossed hair brushes. The chap in charge did not allow mucking about, he kept it spic and span. He wore gaiters, and you didn’t answer him back because he was in charge. It was his place and he let you know it. If you went into one of his stalls, you did not have to be there long before he started knocking on the door. You could never take a newspaper down there or anything like that. When you washed your hands, you had to put the soap back in the right place.
He was strict, it was disciplined, and it looked pristine.
If you went right, it was through two doors into a tiny little ante-room, always full of smoke, and at the back of this ante-room for the whole length of the wall at ground level was a long receptacle into which all dog ends would be thrown. You were not allowed to smoke in the House, that is, on the floor of the Exchange until later in the afternoon. So you came in the door, threw your cigarette in the bin, and it was always smouldering.
Despite this, people who were a bit frugal would get their fags and put them on the edges of the ledge around the walls, so everything was burnt around the edges. Almost unbelievably, at 3.30 or 4 o’clock when the House closed, these bins were put outside. Tramps sorted out the dog-ends, took out the tobacco and with Rizla papers, made whole fags.
Through the door you would see tall marble pillars, square rather than round, not particularly classical, but just supports for the huge dome. It was really grand. All the jobbers’ boards were hanging up, and you would go straight on to the Floor, which was wood. The whole trading part of the House had wooden floors, and if you turned right there were iron stands which had desks on. That was for your personal stuff, the things you needed for the day, and different firms had different desks, all the way along. That was under a gallery which later became the first public gallery, but when I joined, it wasn’t public.
Behind these desks were rows of telephone boxes which everybody could use. Adjacent to the desks was a giant illuminated board with all the numbers of all the firms, written so large you could see them from virtually any area of the House.
There was a liveried waiter in his stand, under the board, who would call out the broker’s name once he had heard it on the wind-pipe. The waiter called out the firm’s name three times, then lit up the firm’s allotted number on the great screen above him. That would only be cancelled once someone had responded.
On that wooden floor you were not allowed to smoke until 3.30, a half hour before the end of trading in the house; we went upstairs afterwards to our offices until 4.30 to continue trading. All day long that wooden floor was dusty, and liveried waiters walked around with watering cans covering the whole area of the floor, dampening it, keeping the dust down. They never got any water on the members’ shoes. It struck me as most peculiar that, you’re hurrying and scurrying everywhere, and these blokes were walking around with these bloody great watering cans and they never got any water on your shoes. Amazing.
Greener Dreyfus kindly paid for my evening classes. When I went off to Coleman Street Ward School to study for the Stock Exchange I was seventeen, and I never finished those lessons either, the same as I had not finished school. I carried on a correspondence course learning how to be a stock-broker. This time it was the call-up that interrupted my studies,
I worked my way up from being a messenger and, fortunately, when they needed someone in the checking room they got me. That is where we checked all the bargains done the previous day to see that we agreed on the deals with the brokers. They would be checked and I would go down to the dealers with a list of queries.
I might say to the Jobber’s blue button, I believe we bought 5,000 Toby Ales, at six and a penny ha-penny. He might say, we dispute that, we think you bought 5,000 at six and thrupence. Then he would refer to his dealers and I would refer to my dealers, who then agreed it and put it right. It was only checking two bits of paper, nothing requiring me to be a genius. But of course the market could go against you, so you had to resolve differences quickly.
Someone would adjudicate this deal only if the two firms could not agree. They would take it back to a partner who would make a judgement. It was a much easier game than it is today. There was nothing recorded of the dispute and it worked well. The jobber would probably say, oh well, it doesn’t matter, we will job it back next time.
I was a red button then. It goes back a long way but being a red button gave me permission to go down to the basement under the Stock Exchange, the checking room. There was also a clearing house there where you had a whole series of boxes around the room. It was like a post box, and you would mail things in there for brokers.
Greener Dreyfus was quite a small firm, and having worked my way up to red button with a bit more responsibility, I was quite happy. Then, my big break was that they needed a runner on the floor of the House. I was asked, would I like to be a blue button?
Hallelujah, this was really motoring.
Of course, it paid more. Being a blue button meant I had to take the dealing books down, so I would still go to the office first thing in the morning and carry them down to the dealing box in Throgmorton Street. We operated from the dealing box during market hours. I had all sorts of jobs, on the switchboard if I was needed, writing tickets, running into the Stock Exchange.
It was then that I made my first faux pas.
I can remember the humiliation of it to this day. I was sent on my first errand to the Floor and as I ran in the whole House seemed to stop, roaring ‘Brown boots! Brown boots!’
I did not know one was not supposed to wear brown boots (they were actually shoes).
Goodness knows how I was allowed to go in dressed as I was. Of course, it’s the home of practical jokes.
 
Greener Dreyfus sent me out to buy two new suits and some black shoes.
As things progressed, I spent more time going on to the Stock Exchange floor taking messages. A message might be ‘buy 5,000 shares’ of X. That would come from the office, from one of the partners doing business for his private clients. The order came through by phone, and the partner would say to the client, ‘I’ll get you a price’. The partner phoned down to the switchboard. The girl on the switchboard wrote out the request, and I would take it and run to the Exchange and be ‘noticed’ by the waiter.
He would say, ‘where’s your badge?’ One had to have a badge, naming the firm you worked for.
Once recognised you were then allowed to go on to the floor of the House.
You ran past the smouldering cans of cigarette ends and headed towards your Stand. You had to ask the waiter to call our dealing partner, the man to whom I was taking the message. The waiter shouted in a very loud voice – ‘705 Barrett!’ – he had put the light up and flashed it. Barrett, walking around the Exchange, dealing, sees the light and comes over and says to me, ‘yes, what do you want?’
I hand him a slip.
He would say, ‘wait there, I’ll go and get a price’.
He went around all those jobbers dealing in that stock and he asked the price. They would give him a two-way price, because they didn’t know whether he was a buyer or a seller.
He comes back and says, ‘they’re five and six pence, to five and nine pence, take that back.’
That meant they could be bought at five shillings and ninepence, or sold at five shillings and sixpence. The price wouldn’t necessarily stick, it was just an indication.
I ran back across the street, went to switchboard and told the girl the price. She would ring up and say, ‘Mr Reese, at the moment they are five and six/ nine.’
He’d say, ‘send the blue button back in, quickly now, I want to buy three hundred.’
She said to me, ‘right, he wants to buy three hundred, off you go’.
I ran back and went through the same process, find the waiter, the waiter would call out a number, Reg Barrett comes over and says, ‘right, you want to buy three hundred,’ and he rushes away.
Then he comes back and says, ‘they’re gone, they can’t do a deal at that price.’
I had to run back and say, ‘sorry, the prices have changed, they’re five and eight pence to six shillings.’ In the majority of cases, that was them trying to be clever.
The partner would ring down and say, ‘well, I want to buy three hundred on the price but there’s a penny-ha’penny discretion’ – otherwise, you would never get anything done!
It took ages to do a bargain. It takes milliseconds now. That’s how it was.
It is obvious to ask these days, why didn’t they telephone direct? But they didn’t have telephones. They never had them, did they? There were phone booths but they would be to cope with orders coming in from abroad or from the country.
 
When I first became a blue button with a broker you were not allowed on the Floor. As a blue button you were allowed to stand on the perimeter, and then if somebody called you, you could go in and give them a message. But because he might be on a dealing pitch, you were then expected to retire back to the perimeter line. This rule was later relaxed. Once on the floor you were not allowed to run and woe betide you if you bumped into a Member.
 
I remember Mr Rogers who was a little old man who wore a pince-nez perched on the end of his nose, a wing collar, pinstriped trousers, a black jacket and a homburg. He dealt in the Kaffir Market (mining shares) and was in the habit of shouting in a high-pitched squeak ‘Winterflood get me a piece of paper – I’ve done something!’ The first time this was met with hoots of laughter, to my great embarrassment.
 
Say there were three jobbers in a stock – that was the minimum – you would ask them all what the price was. What you took back was the ‘touch’. The shares are 56-60 pence with one, 57-62 with another, 58-63 with another. The ‘touch’ is 58-60, that is, the best buying price, the highest you could get if you were selling the stock to the dealer, and the best selling price, the lowest price you would pay if you were buying from the dealer. You pick the right jobber, go back and see the one who made the price you wanted, and if he doesn’t stick to his quote, you’d go elsewhere until you got a satisfactory deal. It was hard work for the dealer, because things were changing all the time. They didn’t have much discretion, but they were all in the same boat.
 
I remember a jobber, George Lazarus, a big character who dealt in mining stocks, shouting at the top of his voice, ‘five pounds and six pence, buy de Beers’…’sell Ashanti at seven pounds and ten pence’. Of course he’s shouting out his wares to brokers. He was very loud, but effective. The brokers may have an order on them, but the prices are constantly changing. It was antiquated but at the same time he’s reflecting supply and demand, he’s like a bookie. He might have a booker to record the deals, but he actually did the trading.
As you cross the road to go into the Stock Exchange the the main feature in Throgmorton Street is a large clock on one of the buildings that is still there. There are people all along the street, an apothecary along the road, people standing outside getting potions because of their previous night out. They go in and get a potion, Alka-Seltzer probably, that was what you saw. You walked across the road and entered this great monolithic building. You went up the stairs and the waiter on the side was in his sentry box, he recognised everyone, and every now and again he would growl, ‘where’s your badge!’ or ‘what are you doing, Dreyfus?’
 
Everyone on the Stock Exchange floor swore like troopers. When I was a broker’s blue button, I spoke to a jobber.
I said, ‘excuse me, sir, can I have the price of’…it was a German stock I was asking for.
And his response?
‘F*** off!’
I said, ‘I am so sorry, I beg your pardon.’
He said, ‘that’s it, f***ck off. We don’t make prices to blue buttons.’
And I said, ‘oh, I see.’
And you couldn’t say anything. I walked away and told my dealer.
He said, ‘oh, he’s a bit nasty that dealer, I’ll go and get it.’
Many other dealers said the same thing to me. They just wouldn’t speak to blue buttons! Dealers didn’t have to speak to blue buttons, so they didn’t. This caused them lots of grief once one was authorised to deal. That was when you got your own back.
 
There was one elderly chap standing in the market, P A Duke, who always wore clerical trousers and a stiff wing collar and a black jacket. He was a very tall man, and he always looked down on people both because he was taller than them and he was very pompous.
As a blue button you’d go and say ‘excuse me, Mr Duke, can I have a price?’
He would turn away from you and you’d follow him around in a circle. He carried on circling, not saying anything. He’d never give you a price. He wouldn’t speak to you. You’d go one circuit, and then you’d have to go away. He wouldn’t give a price, he might say, ‘get a dealer over here.’
 
P. A. Duke was a fringe jobber, he had three partners, but they only dealt in a small number of shares, mainly industrials. He would always want to know what prices you found elsewhere. When you go around as a dealer you check a price, you might get three or four jobbers, they were all dealers in the same stock and you’d get different prices.
Then you’d go to P.A.Duke last, and ask for a price.
He’d go, ‘oh yes, Rovers, what do you find them elsewhere?’
He’s not supposed to do that, but he always did. He was noted for it. There is a story that, one day, a bloke went up to him and said, ‘have you got the right time, Mr Duke?’
He is reputed to have said, ‘what do you find it elsewhere?’
Blue buttons were messengers. They weren’t allowed to do anything, except run messages and get price indications and perhaps an opinion.
You’d say to a jobber, ‘price and opinion, please’.
He’d say ‘twenty-five/ thirty, you can deal inside that, the opinion is, yes, not a bad stock, came to the market six months ago, we think it’s probably gone far enough’…that sort of thing. You’d take all those messages back, and say you left P A Duke out of the round of views, it would give the dealer an opportunity to see if there’s an ‘extra price’ somewhere within the others. So Duke did a reasonable amount of business. In the end, of course, he had become such a character you’d go to him because he was such a character.
It was a different world to today. We did not consider the snubs to be humiliations, being told to f*** off, that sort of thing.
We thought it was the ‘way it worked’.
It was how it had evolved over centuries.
It had been going nearly two hundred years. Perhaps only the expletives changed.
 
Percy Duke became something of a bully, according to David Kynaston, taking pleasure in knocking into blue buttons and pretending it was their fault, demanding an apology. He ceased trading in October 1966, having lost his entire capital; his three partners went to other jobbers, but Duke faded away.
On certain Wednesdays a Member would come in through the door to the gilt-edged market and the whole Stock Exchange broke into ‘Jerusalem’. It was fantastic. Singing such a song, like the last night of the Proms, in this great Exchange, under a huge round dome where it echoed. I have never found out why. He was a gilt edge jobber but didn’t attend very often.
 
Terence O’Hearn, now 94, started work in the City before World War Two, had a less benign explanation: ‘They sang Jerusalem because the Member’ was a Jew and wouldn’t admit it. He couldn’t stop them singing this song. It was led by the gilt-market, where they were a bit anti-Semitic. There was no jobber in the gilt-edged market who was Jewish. They were all Gentiles. There always was a slight bit of anti-Jewish sentiment on the Stock Exchange floor but the gilt edged market didn’t have any Jews at all.’
Then came National Service.
 
 

3 - National Service in the RAF
 
 
 
I was watching James Dean in ‘Rebel without a Cause’ at the local cinema in Uxbridge. I don’t know why, but someone came into the cinema and got me out and told me to go home. When I got there I was told a Government letter had come for me. It was my call-up papers, two years National Service. I thought, oh crumbs, and was full of fear and trepidation. We were not very mature then.
I thought it was an inconvenience, having to go into the armed forces. I did not know what was going to happen to me.
I chose the RAF over the Army or Navy because the Central Band of the Royal Air Force was based at Uxbridge. I thought I might get into the Band and play the saxophone.
There was a national rail strike on when I was called up, and instead of having my voucher to go to Cardington where everybody was inducted, I was told to report to RAF Uxbridge. Then we had to go on a lorry which was very uncomfortable, to be transported to RAF Hornchurch, way over the other side of London. People were being assembled there because of the strike, and that was really nice as they were being flown out all over the place, which I really was looking forward to. I had never flown in an aeroplane. There were all these aircraft – Avro Ansons – and I thought, this will be quite exciting.
We slept in the great hangar and next day we were put back in the lorry and sent to Cardington by road. That was the intake depot, where they once used to store the airships in those big sheds.
We were kitted out there and told where we were going. Eventually I was shipped to RAF Wilmslow near Manchester, and put into a billet. We were directed by the drill instructor – a real tough cookie, they all were – on what to do, how to make our bed, clean boots, store kit, and after a couple of weeks I managed to get myself in charge of the billet. As a result, I did virtually no work and just told everyone else what to do. I met guys from very different walks of life, blokes that had been farming lads – farmers had been needed – so they did their national service later than anyone else. They were twenty four years old where we were about eighteen. They had never mixed with people and they were timid and shy going naked into a shower with other blokes. They were much more immature even than me.
Aside from marching everywhere, we had lessons every day in armaments, and written tests on what the RAF did, and which trade you were going to go into. I was allocated to radar, but the great job to avoid was being made a cook. That was the real worry for national servicemen. There were regulars who could pick and choose their trades, but as a national serviceman you could not do that. You went where they needed people.
Who would want to be a cook? (everybody, nowadays!)
It was not just me, though I was very worried because of my father’s business, nobody wanted to be a cook, so far as I can remember. If the RAF was short of cooks, you became a cook. I remember we all stood there saying, ‘I don’t want to be a cook’. There was nothing you could do.
The square bashing we did when I first went in was really good. We had a fantastic time. The sense of pride in marching, being the flag bearer, and being in charge of the billets. It was the first time that had happened to me, experiencing the pride you get, saluting your flag, which I suspect we have lost now.
At the end of our square bashing after we had finished our training, my squad all got together and ganged up on me. I hadn’t treated them badly, but I was in charge and I did sod-all work. They got hold of me and scrubbed my body with blanco and then dumped me in the shower! It wouldn’t happen today. It was done without malice and I took it with good grace and I didn’t feel badly about it. I was annoyed about it, of course, but it was their way of saying, ‘look mate, you’ve had a cushy eight weeks, so you’ve had this coming.’ That was that. There were no hard feelings, or letters written to MPs.
People were much more tolerant then than they are today.
There were always comedians, good guys that you would never see again. These buggers would wait until a fellow was really sound asleep and then put a bucket next to his bed and keep trickling water in. In the end, of course, he wet the bed.
 
After the square bashing they sent me on a radar course, near Calne in Wiltshire. Its claim to fame was a sausage factory. RAF Calne had WAAFs, which was a relief. I had a nice time. The first girlfriend I had there was called Bubbles, and when I look back at the photographs, she really was…quaint. No other word for it. Of course, girls look dreadful when they have service shoes on, and badly-fitting uniforms. But she was a honey, and I really liked her.
I kept putting in for postings abroad but never seemed to get one. Then some of us went to 2-TAF, the Second Tactical Air Force in Germany, considered a home posting. I really wanted to go abroad, to the other side of the world, not to Germany. I was posted to RAF Wahn, a fighter station just outside Cologne (Koln) which actually was a terrific posting. I met a lot of great blokes there and we all had a wonderful time travelling all over Europe, even skiing for the first time during leaves. I did radar and fighter plotting as a trade. My biggest fear, strangely enough, was of the RAF Regiment. They were bastards, real bullies. I was nineteen then. There was much rivalry between the Regiment and national service men. They were there, ostensibly, to guard the airfield but took great delight in practicing their tactics on us.
I was in the RAF when the Suez Crisis was on in 1956. I was issued with a helmet and a rifle, but thank God I was stood down just before the emergency ended. Some of my mates went. I never heard what happened to them.
I made more friends in the RAF than I had made growing up in Uxbridge. One was Peter Hedges, later best man at my wedding:
 
I met Brian in National Service in Germany. He came into the RAF six months behind me, and we were fighter plotters. I did my second year in Germany, met him there, and we were at RAF Wahn, now the airport for Koln/Bonn. He was an extrovert sort of guy, good sense of humour, strong opinions. Anything he didn’t like was rubbish. If he didn’t like opera, it was rubbish, not ‘I don’t like it’ but ‘it’s rubbish’. That would be the only criticism I would have of him, that his views were a little too strong.
We knocked around together. I didn’t know much about Brian’s background, but I did know that he was embarrassed about it. I left the RAF before he did, and I had his address. Perhaps unfairly, knowing he was back, I went around to his home in Uxbridge. He was embarrassed because of his family background. There was no reason that he should be embarrassed that he was in a Council home. His mother was, I read later when he was famous, ‘not too nice a lady’ which is probably down to an unfortunate marriage. His father had left, that sort of thing. The embarrassment didn’t last long, but I think he was just thrown by the fact that I turned up out of the blue. I wasn’t old enough then to realise that you don’t do that sort of thing, you phone first.
Before he became successful, and I am aware how successful he is, one of his favourite sayings was, ‘someone’s got my share’ – meaning money – ‘some bugger’s got my share’. He used to say that quite often. I don’t think he’s saying it now.
Brian: I had been naïve when I went into the RAF, but I mixed with a load of blokes, right across the whole spectrum of society, top to bottom. I made some good friends in the RAF. We all got demobbed and went our own way. There was no soul-searching, no particularly keeping in touch with each other. We swapped addresses, of course. I just felt much more aware of the world. You could get on with things, start your life again. It was a good experience. I have nothing but fond memories of my national service. Once you’re in, once you’ve bitten the bullet, it was fine. I think everyone should do it. In my two years inside the RAF, I only came home once.
It was in the RAF that I started travelling, all over Europe, Germany, Luxembourg, south of France, Switzerland for skiing, Brussels, all that area, not too far away from where I was based. Generally, I travelled with my mates.
There were four of us, Stan Hoare, Ralph Soars, Peter Hedges and me. Ralph was the blue-eyed boy, really handsome, tall, a nice guy, his father was in the merchant navy, a worldly-wise man who enabled Ralph to be a little less naive than the rest of us. When we got demobbed the RAF was dying to keep Ralph on. I was an SAC – a senior aircraftsman – but he was a corporal.
He told them, ‘I’ve got a building business to go to (family, I think), I don’t want to stay in the RAF’, no matter how much they tried to keep him on as a regular.
Ralph Soars had a glowing report when he left.
‘This man could advance, this man is the right stuff, it won’t be long before he’s a sergeant, he might even take a commission.’
My report was nothing to write home about.
‘Needs to pay more attention, very easy-going, unlikely to make anything of his life.’
Regrettably Ralph passed away a few years ago.
 
 

4 - Moving to Bisgood Bishop
 
 
 
The Suez Crisis in 1956, in the middle of Brian Winterflood’s national service, was a dose of reality for the City of London, as well as the country. It meant Britain was no longer one of the big boys, compared to the Soviet Union and the United States. To halt the invasion of Egypt by Britain after Nasser nationalised the Suez Canal, President Eisenhower’s American administration authorised the short-selling of sterling. Between October 30 and November 8, 1956, £450 million – a huge sum then – was wiped off UK PLC. It was a watershed, and raised two questions; was the extent of Britain’s banking commitments excessive in comparison to the country’s real resources, and, were currency dealers calling the shots? It was the triumph of markets over politics.
As Prime Minister Harold Macmillan put it after the discredited Anthony Eden was forced out, ‘we have inherited an old family business which used to be very profitable and sound. The trouble is, the liabilities are four times assets. We either carry on with all its risks, or wind it up and pay 5/- (25p) in the pound’.
Ironically, looking at the tragic history of American involvement in the Middle East in the fifty-odd years since Suez, one can understand why Eisenhower came to think his decision to teach Britain a lesson – by flaunting American economic power – was the major foreign affairs mistake of his presidency.
He later wished he had not done it.
 
The City in the mid-50s, especially in merchant banking, remained very ‘family’. Many of the banking families at the top of the pile were German and Jewish in origin. When a senior banker had a stroke, firms were unwilling to search for talent outside the family to replace him. Schroders did so, bringing in Gordon Richardson, later Governor of the Bank of England; Rothschilds didn’t bring in outside talent when Anthony de Rothschild had a severe stroke. The first firm thrived, the second didn’t.
Old people still ruled the roost.
 
Brian: When I was demobbed at the age of twenty I saw my family out of Belmont House and into a pre-fab. This was a step up, and it was lovely, absolutely lovely. Pre-fabs were really good houses, I don’t know why people decry them. This one was in a different part of Uxbridge near Hillingdon, and it had a lovely bathroom and kitchen. The whole family liked it, it was perfectly all right, though there was a social stigma attached to living in a pre-fab. I had never taken people home to Belmont House, and however much better the pre-fab was, I certainly didn’t take people home there either.
I went back to Greener Dreyfus and they kindly offered me my job back. It was the same blue button job, nothing had changed, except I was earning slightly better money, two years on.
I soon realised that it was not the job for me.
When I had been called up two years earlier, I had been working with the Honourable Charles Wilson. He might have been a bit older than me, and promoted to dealer when I became the blue button. I went off to National Service, did my two years, and when I came back Charles Wilson was there, but halfway up the partnership list!
I don’t think he had done any National Service.
Was that class distinction? I don’t know but I think he got out of it, though I don’t think he was excused boots (no physical problems).
Although they very kindly gave me my job back, I thought, this is a mug’s game, I’m not going to get on very well here, this can’t be right for me.
Unless you were born with a silver spoon in your mouth, stock-broking was not for the likes of me. Wilson was a different social class, and the reason why he went up the pecking order was because he was well-connected. Much as I would try, I couldn’t meet any wealthy clients. I was on the wrong side of the tracks.
I began to think I was never going to make any progress, and I had better look at the other side of the business, jobbing.
Blue buttons were the same for both sides, messengers, and essentially did the same work. It’s just that the business was different. I totalled up the books for a broker, I totalled up the books for a jobber. You could see where you were going with a jobber, whereas with a stockbroker you had to get clients to place orders with you. A broker did not make any real money without clients.
 
But as a jobber you relied on your own ability. In short, brokers were agents who dealt on behalf of clients for a commission, whereas jobbers worked as principals taking a ‘turn’ through trading.
 
One of the waiters in the House happened to mention to me that there was a job going with a jobbing firm. I don’t remember that waiter’s name. He always called me Peter, and he knew me as that until the day he died.
He said to me one day, I must have looked down in the mouth, ‘How are you doing?’
I said, ‘I’m fed up with the whole thing’.
These waiters seemed to know what was what about everything. They were the boys who did all the black market from their stands. They would sell tinned fruit, books, French letters, everything was for sale in the stock market. It wasn’t on open sale, more like, ‘what do you want?’ and they would get it. They were all East Enders, very sharp.
He told me there was a job going in a Jobbers, and asked, ‘would you like me to say something?’
‘Well, yes,’ I said, ‘please tell me the firm’s name.’
He told me it was Bisgood Bishop, and suggested to one of their dealers that he speak to me.
 
I now know that the reason why, all those years ago, there was a vacancy at Bisgood Bishop. It was because one of their blue buttons had decided to go to Kenya, where he set up a Broking business in Nairobi. A friend of mine, John Franklin, from a London Broking House, subsequently ran this. John has now retired and become an Australian citizen. He visits England once a year, and we always see him when he’s here. Regrettably he died a few years ago.
I knew Bisgood Bishop as one the smallest of the bigger jobbers. There were a hundred and twenty jobbing firms in 1958, some of them one-man operations. The Bisgoods came originally from Ireland, the Bishops were English. Bisgood Bishop was small but very well thought of. There was a social hierarchy, as there was within each broking firm, but, being jobbers, all the partners came together on the Floor of the House. There was not the ‘end of the corridor’ relationship that I had at Greener Dreyfus. At Bisgood, they all worked together, and when they went upstairs after trading finished on the floor of the Exchange, they were still all together. All the partners in the firm were in charge of a separate sector, responsible for that sector, to themselves and to the company. We blue buttons did most of the donkey work along with their dealers. They did the trading, we did the administration on the trades, making sure the books balanced. There were lots of bargains and there were lots of things to do.
As a broker, there had been reasonable bonuses at Greener Dreyfus, but from my social class I was not going to make any real money stock-broking. I could see that if I was any good as a jobber, then it was down to my own abilities. I felt I could climb up that ladder without being restricted. The Bisgood Bishop families – established families – had partners under them of a lower social class, but there was no animosity between the different social levels. Everybody accepted the mixing together, even in 1958, though obviously partners from the middle class down were less well-read or educated. They had left school at fifteen or sixteen, though the majority had probably been to Grammar schools or secondary modern schools.
As a result of that contact through one of the House waiters I went for an interview for a blue button’s job at Bisgood Bishop. There was a whole series of interviews, because there were quite a few people after the job. Then, when I won through and got the job, and I was very glad at first, and happy. I had answered the questions right, I was enthusiastic. I wanted to do the job and I wanted the change and made the right responses.
Then a while later I had second thoughts!
Change can be a difficult thing.
At Greener Dreyfus, although I went to my evening classes, I also had a social life. I would get in early, 7 o’clock, but I’d be gone by 6 – 6.30 in the evening.
When I got to Bisgood I wasn’t leaving until 9 o’clock at night!
I thought, bugger this, every night I was working. I am not going to last here, this is not going to suit me at all.
I went back to Greener Dreyfus and said, could I have my job back?
They said, yes.
So I got my job back, but I had to work out my notice at Bisgood.
They said, ‘Why are you leaving?’
I said ‘I am sorry, it just didn’t suit me, I don’t think I am getting what I thought I would get out of it.’
I didn’t tell them I had no social life.
They told me that if I wanted to go back to my old firm, I was welcome to leave.
For the next two weeks I was up and down and sideways.
I couldn’t think straight.
I thought, it will get better, it will get better.
Then I thought, ‘you’re a bloody fool, you can’t do this, you’ve made a grave mistake here.’
I am a great believer you get lucky breaks in life. One evening I sat with my head on my mother’s lap, crying and saying, ‘I’ve made such a mess of this, I can’t believe it.’
She said, ‘I don’t know what you should do.’
She was a simple woman, but then she said, ‘you could ask them at Bisgood whether you could stay.’
I thought, ‘that’s a bit daft’.
But then I said, ‘Why not? What have I got to lose?’
I had two more weeks to work out my notice, and I said to Harry Bishop, ‘could I come and see you tonight, sir? After hours.’
He said, in a bit of a doubtful growl, ‘well, yes, yes.’
I said ‘thank you very much’.
We went up to the office. It was about four thirty, he used to go home at five o’clock. He called me in and said, ‘yes, what is it?’
I said, ‘About the job, sir, I think I’ve made a grave mistake.’
He was a big man running a largish firm who could have said, what am I doing with this toe-rag? What’s he doing, this boy! Bugger off!
Instead, he said, ‘What are you trying to say?’
I said, ‘I’ve made a grave mistake, sir. I actually think this is the job for me, as a blue button at Bisgood Bishop. I wonder whether you could reconsider?’
He said, ‘Reconsider what?’
I said, ‘Reconsider whether I could stay.’
He said, ‘I don’t know. I shall speak to your dealer.’
He called me in again the next day and said, ‘you seem to have reasonable reports. We don’t usually do this, and we are not likely to do it again, but yes, you can stay.’
I always think what a big man he was.
But he added, ‘if you ever waste my time again, I shall be more than annoyed.’
I remember running from Bisgood Bishop to Greener Dreyfus and telling them ‘I’ve made a terrible mistake, would you mind if I didn’t rejoin you?’
They were very nice about it. They said it was one of those things; ‘you’ve had time to think it over.’ They were friendly towards me anyway, and said ‘we think you’re doing the right thing, so, do it.’
What a lucky break!
I have always felt since that time that you have to be a bit more understanding of the other guy, and see the other side of the argument. I don’t suffer fools gladly but I do give people the benefit of the doubt to start with.
Until it goes the wrong way.
I always tell people to think long and hard before making big decisions, and if possible to take the problem home for the night.
Harry Bishop never mentioned my resignation again and the way he made that decision was a big influence on me.
The other big influence was getting my bonus. We did reasonably well and I started to get bonuses worth a few hundreds of pounds, a lot of money back then. Along with the bonus came a friendly warning not to spend it all at once but to save something for a rainy day. We had to make provision from the start for our own pensions. Pensions didn’t come with the job as they do now.
 
I saved my bonuses over two or three years. It was on my conscience that my father had not paid my final school fees. I thought I should go back to Frays College, and say that I couldn’t afford to pay the lot but I would like to make a contribution towards some outstanding fees. I must have been twenty-four years old then. When I went back I found that the College had disappeared. It was now part of Brunel College. My conscience was clear and I was obviously very relieved. I always consider this to be the second lucky break in my adult life.
 
The founding families in Bisgood Bishop had capital for running the business, and allowed trainees to buy in if and when they made the grade. For someone like me, I had to work up, starting with no capital at all. Big jobbers had lots of capital and were worth a fabulous sum as they had been in the market donkey’s years. All the big jobbers were established and the big four were capitalised at many times our capital base.
Bisgood Bishop told me that if and when I became a dealer I was required to leave a certain amount of my bonus in the business. If I got a thousand pound bonus I might be allowed to take five hundred quid out but I wouldn’t be allowed to take out the other five hundred and the reason for this was to finance a partnership within the firm.
Bob Woods, who was at the same stage of his career as me, went to see a partner to ask if he could draw out £750 to buy a car. The senior partner said: ‘You can’t possibly afford it. Don’t be ridiculous. The answer is no’.
It was his own money and we were all shocked and realised that they meant what they said about putting money aside.
As you worked your way up and acquired bonuses some of it was ploughed back and they would not let you take it out. You would get to a situation where you create a Cessation – it was a tax manoeuvre – and you would see one partner retire and the next Member in line would be offered a partnership. His promotion would then allow the firm to create a new Member and also another dealer.
So the firm kept growing.
The retiring partner would take his money out because he wanted to leave and the new partner would go in with, say, two thousand pounds but in debt up to his eyeballs. The total cost of acquiring a partnership was likely to be £20,000, as they were unlimited liability companies. There’s a tax advantage to the firm for doing it and, in the end, you would get tax back.
At Bisgood Bishop we specialised in jobbing shares in motors, aero engines, aero parts, garages, distributors and an assortment of odds and sods in another book which in total made up a few hundred companies which were very much smaller than the big five.
Once you entered the Floor as a blue button you would have to work for all and sundry until, at a later stage, you were assigned a Book.
You weren’t completely exclusive to that Partner or Book although they were keen for people to get very familiar with a particular Book or Industry. All the Partners had a responsibility for a particular Book except Harry Bishop who, as Senior Partner, would take care of things in the office before coming down to the House each day to get an all-round picture of how things were going. They all had great respect for him. He was a very erect, dapper, ex-colonel type, a cut above the rest. So after, if you like, the daily inspection he would return to the office. I can still see him walking along Throgmorton Street swinging his umbrella, he always twirled it as he walked – that’s the nice memory.
The not-so-nice memory is that I was seconded to a dreadful man called Howard Taylor, a Senior Partner, to whom I became a blue button and dealer for four years.
 
 

5 - Doreen
 
 
 
 
 
Brian: It was July 25th l957, I was twenty years old and coming home early on a Sunday morning from an all-night jazz session at the Marquee at the top of Dean Street in Soho. That was me and Peter Hedges, a mate from the RAF who happened to live in Wembley and we had stayed in touch after we went back into Civvie Street. He played the saxophone which I had given up long ago and we both liked jazz.
On this particular Sunday morning there was this lovely little female ahead of us on the stairs at Baker Street Underground Station. She was beautifully turned out, it was in the days of full skirted dresses and little white gloves and I really hoped that she was going to get on my train. Lucky for me, she did.
 
Doreen: I was seventeen years old and worked as a secretary in the National Provincial Bank in Bishopsgate in the City. My boyfriend, Tony, had just been called up to do his National Service. A girlfriend in my office asked me if I would like to go on a trip with her tennis club to Margate on that Sunday. I thought I would like to go as I had nothing better to do but had no idea how to get to Harrow which was where the Outing was to leave from. As my Daddy was on the buses and knew all the routes I asked him how to get there. He told me to go to Baker Street and to get on the train to Harrow. Unfortunately, the Outing was leaving Harrow at 8 o’clock that morning so I had to get to Baker Street by about 6.30a.m. Brian was catching the same train going home from an all-night jazz session in Soho. As I was going down the stairs to get to the platform I did notice these two boys and they happened to get into the same carriage as me.
I had a book with me as I did love to read and knew that it was going to be a long journey but I had to keep looking up at the map in order to know where to get off.
 
Brian: Doreen got on the train near the doors and Pete and I sat at the end of the carriage which was empty except for us three. I certainly had my eye on her whilst reading my Sunday papers. Pete and I said that if she happened to get off at Wembley he would “chat her up” but if she stayed on until Uxbridge I would do the same. When we got to Wembley I was feeling a bit upset because I would have been bloody annoyed if she had got off at Wembley. Fortunately, she didn’t and I thought “Thank God for that”.
 
Doreen: Peter walked past me and got to the doors and turned around and said something to Brian and he got off which just left Brian and me in the carriage.
Brian came up and sat next to me and said those immortal words “You must be so bored with that book. Would you like to borrow a newspaper?”
I thought that this was quite cheeky and we started a conversation.
He asked me where I was going and I told him to Harrow. When he asked me my name and I said “Doreen”, would you believe it, that was his sister’s name as well.
He asked me where I worked and when I told him “Old Broad Street”, he said that he worked just across the road in “Throgmorton Street” and would I meet him for lunch the next day?
I was instantly attracted to him as he was tall, dark and handsome and very charming. I agreed, thinking he would not turn up.
 
Brian: In hindsight, this was my third lucky break, meeting this wonderful girl. It was sheer chance that she had taken the train when and where she did as I don’t think she had travelled that way before. Life was much nicer then and you could chat up girls on the trains and not worry about feminism or being politically correct and generally have a fun time.
 
Doreen: Brian did turn up and took me to Lyons where we had self-service, paid for with his luncheon vouchers. Imagine my surprise when Peter turned up as well. He had telephoned Brian at work that day to see how he had got on. When Brian told him that he was actually taking me to lunch, Peter decided to come along too, he even tried to play footsie under the table with me – what a nerve!
Funnily enough on the same day that I met Brian I met another chap called Geoffrey on the Tennis Outing. We went out on a few dates but he was quite boring so it didn’t last very long.
 
Brian: Doreen was a very pretty impish girl with a lovely face and smile, and once you started to speak to her you discovered a huge personality. Of course, I had lots of other girlfriends at that time and although I was very keen on Doreen I didn’t see her very often, perhaps once a fortnight or even once a month depending on what I was doing.
 
Doreen: My boyfriend Tony came home on leave and heard on the grapevine that I had been seeing someone else (I had introduced Brian to my circle of friends as we used to have regular parties on Saturday nights). He told me that I had to make a choice between them. But as we weren’t engaged or anything and I certainly expected him to have other girlfriends in Germany, I couldn’t understand the problem. However, Tony was very possessive, although he didn’t treat me very well whilst I was going out with him, so he told me I had to chose.
The next time I met Brian I told him of Tony’s ultimatum and he said “Don’t let me influence you”. Cheeky!
But I told him there was really no contest because Tony made me cry and he made me laugh, so that was that. It still didn’t change things as far as Brian was concerned. Our dates were as sporadic as ever.
We often went to parties together on a Saturday night but it did not mean that we would necessarily leave together. I always remember that he carried a toothbrush in his top pocket in case he stayed the night somewhere!
Brian: As Doreen and I got more and more involved we used to meet in Piccadilly or Leicester Square and spend Sundays in St. James’s Park or, if the weather was bad, in the Cartoon Theatres. Doreen lived in Lambeth and I would take her home. As I was loathe to leave her, I would then have to run like a greyhound all the way to Trafalgar Square to catch the last train back to Uxbridge. It must have been a labour of love.
 
Doreen: My family was completely different from Brian’s. There were seven of us, five children and my parents and after the War we lived in a two bedroomed council flat opposite the Lambeth Walk. I was the second eldest, born in l939, and my elder sister June was born in l937. Before the War Daddy was a waiter at the Criterion Restaurant in Piccadilly and told us lots of stories about the people who used to frequent the Restaurant such as the famous show business Siamese Twins.
When the War came he was called up and became involved with the
N.A.A.F.I. (many years later, my mother worked in N.A.A.F.I. Headquarters at Kennington). Daddy was stationed abroad and Mummy, June and I went to live in Bicester in a very old house that had been condemned. One day we heard an enormous crack and found that the bricks had split right across the wall so we had to move out and go into a bed and breakfast guesthouse across the road. This wasn’t very pleasant because we had to go through lots of people’s bedrooms to get to ours.
Eventually we moved in with our Aunt Dot who lived at Walton-on-Naze and remained there for the rest of the War.
When Daddy came home from the War, because he had always lived at the Elephant and Castle he went to the local Council to try to get us somewhere to live. We ended up in the two-bedroom council flat opposite the Lambeth Walk. We thought it was a very good place to live, it didn’t have the stigma council flats have today. Everyone was in the same boat after the War after sharing the experience of being bombed, along with a lack of accommodation. Where we lived was central so we could go everywhere in London by bus. Our playgrounds were Daisy Park, next to the House of Lords; Bishops Park, next to Lambeth Palace, and Battersea Park. In those days we had several good cinemas within walking distance, and Lambeth Walk boasted a very good Department Store and lots of quality shops. It makes me sad when I see the area now, all the poor quality shops with their padlocked grills over windows and doors.
My brother Peter was born in l947, seven years later my sister Sandra was born and then 15 months after that, my brother Bruce. It seemed as if I was always looking after children. I had to leave school at fifteen to look after my young brother and sister, after my mother became very ill and had to go to hospital and then later to convalesce. I’ve always loved children but it did make me determined that if I ever had children of my own, I would have them all at once.
Even though we were quite poor, my Daddy managed to get a job as a bus conductor. We had a happy childhood even if we couldn’t afford to go away on holidays. Daddy was a great lover of London, and used to take us all over the city to museums, art galleries and even to the beach by the Tower of London with packed lunches. I recently went to an exhibition at Tower Bridge and saw photographs of families on that very beach, little girls in their swimsuits just like my sister and I used to wear. It could easily have been us.
I went to school around the corner at Vauxhall Primary and there met my oldest friend Rita when I was about seven. We are still friends – both with bus passes now.
After I took my 11-plus Rita and I went to Vauxhall Central School next to Vauxhall Park. It has now been turned into luxury flats. I was very lucky as I had always wanted to be a secretary, and I learnt my skills at this school without the need to go to evening classes. Rita and I joined the school orchestra. I wanted to play the violin but Mummy wouldn’t let me, she said the practising would keep the babies awake, so I chose the cello which I had to keep at school and go in early to do my practise. I passed several exams but when I left school I found it hard to carry on.
I got a job as a secretary in the City with the National Provincial Bank in Old Broad Street. After a couple of years they sent me out as relief staff, so I travelled all over London filling in where needed.
By this time our little flat was getting crowded. I would loved to have moved, and I am sure we could have got a transfer through overcrowding, but Mummy refused to. Daddy really wanted a garden, in fact he grew tomatoes in a window box, but he loved my mother so much that he would never go against her wishes. I offered to pay the extra rent and moving costs but she wouldn’t budge. She became a lot like Brian’s mother, a bit of a misery, whatever you tried to do for her. Daddy, by contrast, was lovely and would help anyone. Tragically, he died at the age of 65 when he was just about to retire.
 
Brian: I was still taking out a lot of women then and I would say to Doreen, “Sorry, I can’t see you tomorrow, I’ve got a date”. She had dates too but nothing serious. I think I was always in love with Doreen but I wasn’t willing to admit it. I always said I wouldn’t get married until I was 30. She took it on the chin. Her girlfriends couldn’t understand why she didn’t give me up, because they thought I would never marry her.
 
Doreen: My friends were marrying all around me and told me to pack Brian up. I said that I wasn’t interested in marriage for marriage sake because I enjoyed being with him and couldn’t imagine not being with him, even if it meant not being married or even having children. I would have been bitterly disappointed not to have had children, but that was my choice.
Apart from Brian not being enamoured at getting married, he had no experience of children and didn’t relish the idea of family life. Yet when our children came along he became “Mother Hen” – much more than me.
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I was a blue button for eighteen months with Bisgood, until I was twenty-two, all the time on Howard Taylor’s pitch and then I was made a dealer with him.
You worked bloody hard, but it was good and they were nice people at Bisgood. You dreamt about being a dealer, at least you did back then, not like today when dealers are two a penny. Kids expect to leave school and become a dealer, but then it was a fantastic moment in one’s life.
I remember the day it happened for me.
You had to fill in your forms and go upstairs to go before the Stock Exchange Council. The partnership made the decision and they invited me to be a dealer. I said yes. They said they thought I was up to it and they couldn’t have been nicer. Harry Bishop was semi-retired by then and Howard Taylor was the new senior partner but still not a nice man.
The day my authorisation came down Howard walked on to the pitch – you had to wear a dealer’s badge – and he gave the badge to me – he wasn’t the sort to put the badge on, he just gave it at me and said:
‘Here y’are, Winterflood, mind yer f**kin’ eye’.
 
I was not formally taught. No one sat examinations but I learned on the job. I had already gone to night school and did correspondence courses. I was grand-fathered into the post in a way and from then on Howard essentially left me to it. He walked off the pitch most mornings at 10 o’clock, out to a batch of telephones, always with a racing paper. He was a great racing man. He would be out there for some time.
About noon he went up to the Copthall Club for a gin and tonic and then lunch. Later in the day he would come back. Some days his face would be such that you knew not to talk to him. He would take hold of the jobbing books and look through them. I would be watching him and thinking I had done a really good job on the L-to-Ms.
It would be my big moment.
I am waiting, and I’d say, ‘what do you think of that, sir?’
He’d growl, ‘well, it makes up for the bad ones, doesn’t it.’
He was a nightmare.
By this time I was left in charge of the book on motors and distributors, dealing in perhaps thirty-five or forty stocks, Austin, Rover, Leylands, Jaguar, Alvis, Rolls-Royce, and we were dealing Jenkins and Jessops and Stewart & Arden. I would take positions in these stocks, even though Howard Taylor would be out, but I didn’t take big positions unless I referred it to another partner. I didn’t have carte blanch.
Every day Howard bollocked me!
Even if they were the right positions, they were wrong. Everything was wrong. The man was absolutely awful. It happened every time he came back and looked at the books. Technically they were his responsibility but that is not how it worked. You were a dogsbody, even though you were a dealer, you were still a dogsbody. This man was all-powerful, as all the partners were.
 
I worked as a dealer with Howard Taylor’s book for eighteen months, then there was a change of partner on my book. Howard became senior partner, and he did less at the trading end and more of the senior partner role. I was put under Jimmy Bisgood. It was like a miracle. The difference between the two men you cannot believe. Jimmy was such a nice genuine man.
They were all Catholics, the Bisgoods – I had no strong feelings about religion – but they were never radical or anything like that. They were just a Catholic family with good Catholic values. Everyone would say then, as they did with Wykehamists and Old Etonians, ‘bloody Catholics’ which, to me, never meant a thing. But you got it into your mind that Catholics were a bit supercilious, that they were lording it over people. At Bisgood they never did. Jimmy and Dicky Bisgood and all the others, they could not have been nicer. They were very down to earth.
They may have had Irish roots but they were really British.
Dicky Bisgood was a funny little man. He had all sorts of odd expressions, like ‘Four Nelson’. I’d never heard of that before, dealing in the fours and all that. People would deal with him and if they did something he wouldn’t want to do, he’d say ‘blast his eyes!’ For a good Catholic, I thought it was a peculiar thing to say. They were generous and understanding. Jimmy gave me my head and allowed me to do much more than I had done before.
He was so different from Howard.
 
Jimmy Bisgood (93): Brian was an extremely bright chap. It was a good time for him to be with us because, until then, there were quite a few of the senior generation of brokers who liked to come on the floor and deal themselves. They had specified dealers doing their real work for them, but they liked to come in. It was just about that time that dealing was becoming much more cut-throat and competitive, which Brian was extremely good at.
The convention was that jobbers used to stand on the pitches and brokers came to the pitch for a deal. The broker would expect to get a two-way price, and if he didn’t like it, go on to somebody else.
When we saw Brian chasing after brokers who did not like his terms, we thought, he’s going far, this lad.
He was quite prepared to follow a broker into the market before the broker got to an alternative jobber. This was unusual because, while in those days jobbers had a good deal of force and drive, it was not the sort of approach that would have gone down well with a senior partner of a broking firm. It was breaking the conventions. But with a dealer of a broking firm – not senior partners – there were a good many dealers who felt flattered at getting Brian’s attention. These brokers were slightly more favourably disposed to Brian than to another jobber, because of this forceful attitude.
Brian was easily our best jobber at chasing business. He had a nice aura. One of our opposition was a very good jobber, but not a particularly pleasant chap, so he lost business to Brian. I was very happy to let Brian get on with it.
Brian: Some time later I was getting frustrated. I wanted to run the book completely. I didn’t want Jimmy Bisgood on it any more. Although it was biting the hand that fed me, I felt he was getting old, or of a different generation, and I did not think he was imaginative or very intuitive. It must have been obvious enough to Jimmy Bisgood, because one afternoon when the House closed, he said, ‘I’d like you to stay behind, Brian’.
I said, ‘OK, sir’.
We sat on the pitch, most people had left.
‘You are becoming worse than a nagging wife,’ Jimmy said. ‘I know you’re frustrated and I know you feel you can do a lot of things, and you don’t have the authority to do that yet. But it can’t go on like this. In future, you will run the book. I shall oversee it, I shall watch your cash, but you run the book. And you must get it out of your system and see whether you’ve got it or you haven’t got it.’
He allowed me to do that. We went up to the office, he never spoke about it again. He was on the pitch with me every day, but he never interfered.
We made a lot more money.
He gave me my head and it worked.
He stayed a partner, a senior partner and he was my mentor.
Unlike Howard Taylor, when I took over the book Jimmy Bisgood didn’t start going out for champagne in the morning and racing in the afternoon. He was not that sort of chap. It wasn’t just his decision to give me my head. Other partners were involved. They monitored the book all the time but Jimmy was the senior partner who initially made the decision.
Jimmy giving me my head marked a change in the way Bisgood Bishop worked. Jimmy had been a man of fifty, dealing with other men of about the same age. All of a sudden a new influx comes in, people like me, below the age of thirty. They would open to me where they would not open to him. There was a bit of peer group trading amongst each other, a generational change.
 
I did get nervous about some of the risks.
One night I took on a massive position in BMC, the British Motor Corporation. Usually we dealt in twenty-five to fifty thousand shares, but this time I took on half a million overnight. The markets had closed, it was the last bargain I did and I thought at the time it was a fair bet.
Of course, when I got home I started to sweat, thinking, ‘Christ! What’s Wall Street doing? What’s going to happen tomorrow?’
I rang up Jimmy Bisgood and said I wanted to speak to him about this.
‘I think it’s right,’ I said, ‘I just want to open my heart and share it with you.’
He said, ‘Why did you buy them?’
I told him it was a good bet for the next day but I did not know what was going to happen on Wall Street, which was still trading at the time. I was nervous because I bought them right at the close of the London market. You wonder why the guy sold them to me, right at the close. Back then we were suspicious about someone selling a large order so late in the day. The broker I was dealing with just had an order and he had not transacted it and he probably couldn’t get it away because the other jobbers had gone home. I was last on the pitch. Had all the jobbers been there we would probably have got a hundred thousand shares each. I took a punt outside the market, i.e. at a much more advantageous price than the broker might have got if he had an order before the official close of the market.
The risk is not difficult to calculate. Say they closed at 10p and I bought them at 9p, I would open up 10p the next morning. If there was anything untoward they would either open at 5p or 15p, who knows? Jimmy said, ‘I think you made the right decision, you did it sensibly, let’s see what the morning brings.’
It was such a relief! I can’t tell you, to share the problem with Jimmy Bisgood who was such an understanding elder statesman.
They opened at 10p the following day and we were 9 ½ /10 ½, selling as if nothing had happened. I was heavy with half a million of these shares though nobody knew I had them. We jobbed them away during the day and made a few bob. It didn’t make a fortune but we jobbed out all right.
And of course, Jimmy went up in my estimation and perhaps I went up in his.
This man could have said, ‘you bloody fool’, but he didn’t.
I have learned a lot of compassion from him. I think that translates into the way I deal with young dealers now.
 
Everything was open in the partnership and there was lots of transparency. Any partner would come up to you and look at your book. He certainly wouldn’t do it if Jimmy was there and no one did it when Howard was there, but if they were both out any partner had a right to do it and say, ‘how’re you getting on then, let’s see what you’re up to.’
They were all on-side, all seven or eight of them. We were a small firm, only twenty staff aside from the partners. Every book would have had two dealers, so with seven books there were fourteen dealers and a complement of blue buttons.
 
Terence O’Hearn (94): Brian was well-trained by Bisgood. They were a hard school, and they didn’t carry passengers. They were pretty tough, you had to work hard. A lot of firms used to carry passengers in the City, many still do, bigger firms have plenty of passengers, but there were no passengers in Bisgood.
When Brian dealt in the main market, the most difficult market of all, he was lucky because where he stood was physically close to one of the biggest brokers on the floor. Hoare Govett dealt in the big market, and their brokers used to go around the floor and, in passing, tell Brian what the market was doing. He was lucky that where he stood, Hoare Govett brokers would consult him. They would come back after having been around the market and say, you’re making the wrong price. Brian would alter his price and they sold him stock. Brian did that by being in the right place, physically, at the right time.
Brian: I became a Member of the Stock Exchange in 1966. It was like being crowned, really, like winning the pools. I was twenty-nine years old. The key fact about being a Member was that, as a firm, you were allowed so many dealers per Member. If you were going to grow the firm you wanted more Members and that entitled you to so many more dealers actually on the floor. But you would not be made a Member unless you had earned it with your dealing ability and your conduct with the firm. There were a number of Members who were younger than me though I had been one of the youngest blue buttons.
I don’t think I measured myself against people being promoted because they came from famous families on the Stock Exchange. I did not really care about other people who were Members, because I was completely engrossed in trading my own book. I set out to improve profits, and made trades in a bigger size than Jimmy Bisgood had done. I also added more stocks to the book when new issues came out. This meant more risk but it is a risk business, and of course I took those risks. If you got seven out of ten right you were home and dry. At Bisgood Bishop we always got seven out of ten right.
(At Winterfloods more than forty years later we now get perhaps eight out of ten right! Surprising, isn’t it? We have hardly ever had a losing book.)
I became a Partner a year after being made a Member in 1967. My two great friends Terry Connor and John Brown, were also partners in Bisgood Bishop. The three of us happened to be three of a kind at that time. We were together for a long, long time, jobbing together and going to the pub afterwards.
I introduced Terry Connor into the firm. He was in stock-broking back then and a likely lad.
It is ironic, isn’t it, that he is amongst a handful of people I would never speak to again in my life?
When I brought him into jobbing he was twenty-five years old. I liked him, we got on well together, so I asked him, do you fancy coming to us, jobbing instead of broking? And he said, yes, I do fancy that. He came to us, as a dealer. Just a boy, really. He obviously had something going for him. He had a lot of charisma, people liked him, but he was a chameleon.
As a Partner, I acquired a reputation for speaking my mind and I think it is fair to acknowledge that.
There was a very nice chap, a jobber with Bisgood, it was quite obvious that his b.o. was rampant. I was a partner and it wasn’t really my job to do this, to tell him about his body odour, so I said to the chap in charge of the dealers, tell this guy to wash properly, because we are losing business. The chap stank so badly, it was terrible, and as a result, brokers would avoid our pitch.
I said, ‘You have got to tell him’.
He said, ‘What do you say?’
I said, ‘Tell him he stinks.’
He said, ‘Oh, I couldn’t do that.’
I said, ‘Look, be a bit diplomatic about it but you’ve got to get the message across.’
Anyway, he wouldn’t do it or couldn’t do it.
So I took this particular dealer aside one evening and said, ‘I need to speak to you.’ He was a really nice chap, but I said, ‘This is a difficult one. So and so doesn’t want to tell you, but I have to tell you, because it is our business and things are not going the way they should on your pitch. I have to tell you that one of the reasons is your personal hygiene.’
‘Oh,’ he said, ‘How…?’
‘I think you stink’, I said. “I don’t know whether you wash in the morning or what you do. Perhaps you don’t use deodorant, perhaps you’ve got this unfortunate b.o. that you can’t do anything about, but you can do something about it. I have to tell you, you’ve got to do something about it, because people won’t come on to your pitch.’
He looked a bit crestfallen, and then he said, ‘right, I’ll do something about it.’
And he did.
He just had BO. Whatever he was doing, he wasn’t doing it right, and then he did do it, and he didn’t cause any more trouble.
He didn’t feel badly about it. I think he was rather grateful that somebody had told him a home truth. It wasn’t personal. It was the fact that we were losing business because this bugger smelt on the pitch. Anyway, I didn’t feel badly towards him, and he was perfectly all right afterwards.
 
Most of our recruiting was personal. I remember going to the local Dixons and the bloke behind the counter was pretty smart. I told him, you had better come up for an interview. You seem like a likely lad, I’d like to have you come up for a job. I often did that.
Take Martin Burton, well-known in the City now. One day, a partner with Bisgood, Len King, draws up at a petrol station, gets out of the car – they had petrol pump attendants then – Martin was a petrol pump attendant who filled up Len King’s car.
Len King was a nice man, but like many of our senior partners he had got there through longevity. It was easy for people like him at the time, like shelling peas, because there was no capital gains tax. They didn’t have to worry, and came and went as they wanted. People gave them business. I don’t think there was any underhand stuff with any of them, but, you didn’t have to be very clever to make money then.
Len had his views on recruiting bright young chaps.
He put his hand over the petrol price indicator.
He said, ‘I’ve got thirteen gallons there, how much will that cost me?’
Martin said, ‘£8/9/6, sir’ (eight pounds, nine shillings and six pence in the old Imperial duodecimal currency).
When the price was revealed, Martin was right.
Len said, ‘I’d like you to come up to the City for an interview.’
Just like that. Why not? We never had personnel departments.
We wanted likely lads, and we picked them where we found them. We never spent money on head-hunting. I never would, waste of money.
Len asked Martin Burton up to the City, brought him into a room and put lots of objects on a desk – pens, pencils, rubbers, a notebook, cup and saucer – about thirty to forty objects. Martin did not know what this was being done for. Len sat at the table giving him time for a look, then he said, have a good look at that table, and Martin looked at the table wondering why.
Len took a sheet, threw it over the table, and said, right, tell me what’s on the table. He wanted to know what he could take in. Depending on how many they got right, he’d say, right, I think you’ve got the chance to do something here. That was one of his tests, and with a few more tests, Martin passed.
Len asked Martin if he had a CV.
Martin gave it to him, but what’s on it?
He’s seventeen years old, nothing on it, grammar school, did all right, two or three O-levels, something like that but good at maths.
Len said to Martin, ‘I’ve seen your CV, you’re obviously quite good at figures, we don’t put much store on other things here aside from figures, so long as you can write your name, but figures are important. How do you get on with people?’
Martin said, ‘I served at a petrol station and I met a lot of people there.’
Len said, ‘The only thing that confuses me’ – Len never had a degree – ‘I see at the end of the CV, under ‘degrees’ you got PPA. I am sorry, I haven’t come across that before. What is it?’
Martin said, ‘Petrol Pump Attendant.’
Len did not have much of a sense of humour, nevertheless he took Martin on as a blue button. Martin had six months as a blue button, and turned out to be as tough as old boots and pretty shrewd, even as a young man. I think he bought a house with a sitting tenant and made a lot of money. He was a bright chap, Martin, he has always made money, always been very astute.
He has come to dominate an area of the market with a giant American firm, but he’s never been a big friendly personality. He tends to rub people the wrong way. Although he was very good at what he did in the City, he missed out in not being popular, because he was always antagonistic. He did not have a good coterie of brokers that wanted to go to him to deal. In the end you’re as good as your price, and if you’re making the right price, people will deal with you. But they would rather deal with somebody who is making the same price, but they also liked.
 
Mark Potashnik was a very likely lad, and I took him into the firm. I had met him when I used to buy brass bedsteads from his father in Brixton Market. His dad had a sewing machine company, but he did a bit of bric a brac on the side. That’s when Doreen and I had a bric a brac shop for a year in Chelsea in the late 1960’s. Mark’s dad said, I wonder if you can do anything for my son?
Business was in the doldrums, especially the Stock Market.
Mark’s dad said, he’s with Wates, the builders. Mark wasn’t a builder, he was a clerk or something.
I said, yes, I’ll speak to him, see if I can do something. He was a very nice boy, and I funnelled him into the Stock Exchange, into Bisgood Bishop, as a blue button.
He became a dealer, and he became a Member of the Stock Exchange.
We were great friends.
Subsequently I chose not to speak to him any more. He did the dirty on me and could have upset the creation of Winterflood Securities.
 
The House was all male, and unwritten rules were strictly enforced. Because people rubbed up against each other every day, trading, making and losing money, everyone’s faults were known and tolerated in a very English way. Those who had belonged to that club, as Brian did from 1963 to Big Bang in 1986 (when the club died overnight) they regret a lost culture.
One part of that culture will never come back, and that was the nick-names.
Nicknames were not just men behaving badly, they had a real purpose.
When a blue button was sent on to the floor to get any one of dozens of jobbers, he confronted a sea of anonymous faces and nicknames were often given to pick out an individual’s characteristics.
For generations of people who worked on the Exchange floor their nicknames stuck. In some company all you need to do, decades later, is say ‘Hosepipe’ or ‘Streaky’ or ‘Jaws’ or ‘The Earl of Essex’, or even ‘The Top Half of Bobby Moore’ and there is still instant recognition.
Youngsters who came into the City after Big Bang will hear the nicknames but rarely know why they were given or the warm clubby feeling they evoke in those who knew and used them in the rough and tumble of face-to-face trading.
Jack Panzetta, a partner of a broking firm, for example, was known as ‘Honest Jack’. This was because, no matter how hard he tried as a broker, he could never conceal whether he was a buyer or a seller. Jobbers would tease him and say, ‘you’re a seller, aren’t you, Jack?’ and if he was he would blush, and so they’d know.
Panzetta explained: ‘I have a fair skin so I blush easily, and I soon started to blush even if I told the truth.’
Panzetta and two colleagues, Bob Taylor and Barry (‘The Cultured’) Pearl (also known as Ear’oles or Loppy-lugs) were called ‘The Good, the Bad and the Ugly’ when they were at Moy, Vandervell.
David Crompton, later at BZW, worked for Ackroyd & Smithers, where he was known as ’Dripping Gold’ as he wore a gold watch and had a gold coloured name-band.
Jeff Fox, later with NatWest, once worked for brokers Statham Duff Stoop (‘Steak and Duck Soup’) where it crept out one day that, as a boy, he was known as ‘Jebblies’ and the name stuck.
Malcolm Calvert, later a partner at Cazenove, once was a sixteen-year old blue button, ‘smartly dressed and thin as a rasher of bacon; he used to streak across the floor of the House’. He was known then, and still is, as ‘Streaky’.
Mark Flack, later a dealer with Walker Cripps Weddle Beck, was considered so well-endowed he was named ‘Hosepipe’.
His brother, Neil, later with NatWest, was known as ‘Sprinkler’.
Ray Hayes, later with Fiske, was one of the first on the market floor to have a two-way radio and ‘couldn’t stop talking to himself, to his radio or to those nearby’ and became know as ‘walky-talky’.
Michael Hicks, then with a country broker, always had to get the best prices out of jobbers. His name was ‘Screw’ but because he always wore a bowler and carried an umbrella there was a period when he was named ‘Basil’ after the John Cleese character in Fawlty Towers. He remains one of my oldest friends in the City.
Johnny Hill, later at NatWest, was known as ‘The Hackney Gurkha’. A colleague explained, ‘he comes from Hackney, and he’s short and dark.’
Bill Sharp, then of Raphael Hemsley, ‘very tall with lovely curly hair’ became ‘Shirley Temple’.
George Taggart, originally from Alexandria, still spoke stilted English. He worked at private client brokers Southard Gilbey, and was known as ‘Egyptian George’.
John Horsham, then of James Capel, later at Merrill Lynch, dealt in Far East stocks but was slick with a card deck. He was known as ‘Hawkeye’.
Colin Grimwood, later with NatWest, once at Bisgood Bishop, where he was known as ‘Dins’. He said, ‘it came from a Monty Python sketch about ’Dinsdale and his brother Doug’ because I had a brother who was also in the market.
The ‘Dins’ nickname became so familiar at Bisgood Bishop that, when bonuses were paid at the end of the year, Grimwood got two. One was paid in his real name the other one paid to Dinsdale. He did pay the second one back.
Colin Wright, later at Yamaichi ‘moved in and out of stocks a bit quick, and was also quick across the floor’. He was known as ‘The Snake.’
Les Polden, later with Nikko Europe, short with blond hair, was known as ‘The Top Half of Bobby Moore’.
Peter Marks, at Cheviot Capital Markets, ‘always smoked a cigar, and with the cross-grained humour of the House, he was known as ‘Harpo’ rather than ‘Groucho’.
David Bashford, of B&G, was once a jobber at Akroyd & Smithers, where he became ALF (‘Arrogant Little…Fellow’).
Alan Bristow, later with Garban IDB, was known as ‘Goalie’, for the prosaic reason that he was goalie for the Stock Exchange football team.
Johnny Hills, later with NatWest Markets, called everyone ‘Mate’, which is how he’s known.
Ian Jamieson at Hoare Govett had streaky hair and was known as ‘Badger’.
Dennis Keates of Pilling & Co, was known as ‘Hop and a Cough’. Sources say he had a bit of a skip and he coughed a lot.
Colin Norden, retired from BZW, was ‘Noddy’, not just a name play but because he ‘looked like Noddy on TV.’
Adrian Pinkus, later very senior in Merrill Lynch, was known as ‘Gas Mask’, apparently because of a combination of ‘big glasses, a big nose and big ears’.
Micky Sullivan, later at Garban Equities, was known as ‘Docker’…‘because his dad was one.’
Brian Mackley, last heard of at Smiths, was known as ‘The Earl of Essex’ because he had bought a place called Fyfefield Hall in Ongar, and (others felt) ‘had pretensions.’
Dennis Church was known as ‘El Loco’ after his swarthy complexion and ‘a South American goalkeeper in the World Cup who ran half the length of the field to commit a foul, and then bowed to the referee, ‘because that’s just what Dennis would do.’
David Cozens was known as ‘The Assassin’ because he was always dangerous to deal with.’
Geoff Lederman, once with Smith Brothers, was at least 6’3” and known as ‘The Lighthouse’.
Jeff Lewis, once at Smith Brothers, now retired, but on the floor his temper was so bad he was known as ‘Hissing Syd’.
John Pegrum, later with Tradepoint, became known as ‘Piggers’.
Stuart Spurling, retired from Smiths, was ‘The Cabbie’ since ‘he was about five feet tall, Jewish, and he looked like a cab driver’.
Among the rare women in the House, the late Elizabeth Sullivan, once of Northcote but later a head-hunter, wore lots of make-up and aromatic perfumes, and was known ironically as ‘Sweaty Betty’.
Another was known as ‘Anne Boleyn’, because it was thought she would look better with her head under her arm.
A third was called ‘Cruella de Ville’ because she looked like the character in ‘101 Dalmatians’.
Superbum got her name for obvious reasons.
 
Ronnie Kane, once at de Zoete, now retired, ‘could eat you for breakfast, ruthless, tough as old ‘arry’ and any jobber watched with trepidation when he approached with a ‘bargain’. He was known as ‘Jaws’.
 
(I had personal experience of Ronnie’s style when he once asked me a price and size in a rather illiquid stock.
I told him – 35/6 to 36/ -.
He asked, ‘Size’?
I said, ‘It’s not very free, sir’.
He asked – craftily – ‘Is it in hundreds or thousands?’
I said, ‘I am sorry but it’s in hundreds’.
He said, ‘Sell you eighty-eight hundred.’
Of course, I had to accept it. The style was the man.
Ronnie used to publish ‘The Cuffley Times’ with news, views and jokes on the Floor of the House. I always regret not having kept a copy).
There are nicknames for which no explanation can be printed, or famous nicknames with no real names attached. Why was Roger Lane called ‘Muffer’? What are the origins of Jeff Smith’s soubriquet ‘The Wide-Mouthed Tree Frog’.
Brian Ealdon, once of Lehman Bros, later an independent financial adviser at Eden Consulting, had a bald head and was always smiling, and he looked just like the man in the moon. He was known as ‘Moonbeam’.
Ealdon said, ‘no one objected to their nickname. They were not given with malice, as they might be these days. On the Stock Exchange floor we were a sort of extended family. Without a nickname no one would really know who you were.’
‘Puffer’ Williams was known as ‘The Kensington Cowboy’ because, as a jobber with Pinchin Denny, he was always talking up the value of shares he favoured.
Angus Ashton, a gilt jobber working for Francis and Praed, which were taken over by Bisgood Bishop, was known as ‘1812’ – from Napoleon’s retreat from Moscow – ‘because he was always walking backwards.’
Terence O’Hearn was known as the Irish Yid – ‘I am not Jewish but I had Jewish mannerisms and was smart’.
O’Hearn remembers a man called George Kay who stood as a Labour candidate in Hampstead council elections. ‘When he came into the market they used to sing the Volga Boatmen. He was a left-winger, rather scorned, but he was an intelligent man. He put up as a Labour candidate but didn’t win.
‘Then there was Sausage Harris. He was from a small firm called Greenwood and Harris, and Harris was a maker of sausages before the war, so he went under the name of Sausage.
‘There was another man known as the Bewildered Fart, because he used to go around the market when he had a bad book trying to undo it. He was with Sambourne.
‘Another Member was called One Round Brown, because he had entered for the Open Golf tournament, and lasted just one round. He was a jobber with Isaacs and Bray, a Jewish firm.’
As far as I know I never had a nickname on the Floor of the House apart from ‘blue, blue, blue’ as I was always calling out for a blue button to come quickly. However, when I questioned my staff later they told me that after 1991, when Michael Jackson released his song ‘Black or White’ I became known as Michael Jackson as with me everything was either black or white, never grey…and I never knew…
During my time on the Floor of the House I remember it as a place full of humour where the jokes flew thick and fast.
 
The ultimate in ironic City nicknames applied to the Frisby Brothers between the world wars. Cyril Frisby had a brother whose first name no one remembers. Both men fought in the First World War.
O’Hearn remembers the Frisbies: ‘They dealt in the rubber market. I don’t recall their first names but we didn’t use first names on the market floor.’
Cyril Frisby won a VC (Victoria Cross) as an acting captain in the Coldstream Guards in September, 1918. Detailed to cross the Canal du Nord near Graincourt in France, he and three other men climbed down into the canal under point-blank fire and captured a machine-gun post. Two machine-guns and twelve Germans were captured. Cyril then helped to beat off a heavy counter-attack.
His brother won the DSO (Distinguished Service Order, ranked just below the VC) while serving with the 6th Welsh Regiment.
DSO’s never came with the cornflakes, but, not being a VC, he was known to other jobbers as ‘The Coward’.
 
 

7 - Single life in the 1960’s
 
 
 
 
 
We were still living in Hillingdon but had moved from the prefab into a council house, which was much bigger and had a large garden.
My sister Doreen married an American GI called Dick in the early 1960’s and moved to Rushden in Northants. In 1961 she left England and moved to Asheville, in North Carolina, which was Dick’s home state. They had a baby girl in 1962.
My brother Victor got married in 1963, and as my sister had invited my mother to go and live with her in the United States to help look after the baby, he decided he would start a new life out there. All three of them left for America in 1964 on the liner ‘Queen Mary’, so effectively, I became an orphan and had to think about where I wanted to live.
As a single man in my twenties, I decided I would find somewhere in London rather than the Uxbridge area, and rented a bedsit in Barnes and then moved to Pimlico. I nearly shared a flat with Lord Norbury, Poly Norbury, the fellow that brought Pizza Express to the Stock Exchange. He was an Irish peer whom I knew from the Floor of the House. But I decided to share a flat in Pimlico with Maurice Norton, a stockbroker. Maurice and I also knew each other through the Stock Exchange. He was a stockbroker for Hoblyn, Dix and Morris.
Maurice and I shared that flat in domestic bliss because Maurice was domesticated and I certainly wasn’t. I was out on the razzle every night. Maurice was house-proud, so we were more or less’ the Odd Couple’. He looked after everything, even paid the bills – of course, I paid my share – and he did the shopping. At weekends he would go off rallying in his beloved sports car and come back on a Monday and moan that the place was a bit of a mess. Then he would clear it all up. It was a wonderful life for me. I was rather annoyed when the lovely Felicity – whom I knew as Flickers – a Hartnell model, came along and buggered the whole thing up. I might have made a play for her myself to stop Maurice and her running off together and ruining my domestic arrangements. To be truthful I would not have stood a chance, as they were blissfully in love.
“When Maurice and Felicity got married they moved into a flat in the street behind and finally moved to Saffron Walden where they had three daughters, one of whom became our god-daughter and another married Jamie Oliver. Strangely enough when Doreen and I got married it coincided with Maurice and Felicity moving to the country so we then moved into their flat but drew the line at moving to the country.”
Aside from going on the razzle every night, the whole of my life revolved around the Stock Market floor. Working in markets, you look forward to going in every morning, and I hated weekends. Most people, they live their lives, they get up on a Monday and they don’t want to go to work. I couldn’t wait to go to work. I was annoyed when Fridays came, because the next day was Saturday, and I wanted to stay at work. People in the Market are like that. You love it or hate it, and I loved it, completely and utterly.
Everything else was secondary, apart from chasing girls.
 
Doreen: My friends did try and set me up with other boys aside from Brian. They said he would never marry me but I did not care, so long as, one way or another, we stayed together.
I liked living at home because if you got miserable, and I did get miserable a lot with Brian, then it got you out of it. When there are kids around you could not be miserable for long because things were going on. So I did like being at home. But in the end, I just wanted my own space.
I wouldn’t let Brian come up to the council flat in Lambeth, because it was in such a state. We had drawings on the wallpaper from the kids, so I wouldn’t let him up until I wall-papered the sitting room, which I did, and then he was allowed to come up. He came up and met Mum and Dad, Daddy was very impressed with him and they got on very well but my Mother just commented on his big ears!
I left home when I was 23 in 1962.
 
Then of course, Brian did not want me to leave home!
He thought I was nice and safe whilst I was living at home.
My oldest friend, Rita Collins, supported me. Brian christened her Rita the Rotter. He thought she was a bad influence on me, because she was a bit of a drinker, though it never bothered me. Brian wanted me to be at home with Mum and Dad and the kids, and that way he knew where I was.
He thought that once I got a flat of my own I’d be out and about.
I thought, blow you, mate, if I want to get a flat, I’m going to get a flat. You do what you want.
I worked with a lady who became a great friend and she owned a big house in Holland Park, and she let rooms. She lived in a basement flat and let out bedsits, so when I decided to leave home I had a bedsit in her house at a rent of £3/10/0 a week (£3.50). I lived in Addison Gardens on the borders of Shepherd’s Bush for about four years until I got married.
I had stopped working at the bank as Brian said I could do better elsewhere – he was a real Svengali – and every three years he would encourage me to change my job.
It was about three years before he took me home to meet his mother.
The only time during our marriage that Brian had contact with his dad was when his sister had to have a passport renewed and there had to be a form signed by her father. The father lived in a caravan with some woman. Brian traced where his father was, and I went with him to the caravan. I just saw his father as he opened the door of the caravan. He signed the form, gave it back to Brian and that was that, I never saw him again.
He looked just like Brian.
Later, we found out about his dad dying in 1977.
Brian’s brother’s wife was notified.
The father had died of something to do with his lungs. He was a big smoker and a big drinker.
Brian went out to look at the caravan.
He said, ‘burn it, burn the lot’.
He didn’t care what they did with it. He didn’t want anything.
They said, ‘don’t you want anything?’ and he said, ‘no’.
That was that.
They burned it all.
Brian never went to his father’s funeral.
 
Brian: There were a lot of blokes in the market who were in The Set. They went to gambling halls and night clubs like the Sportsman and the Hirondelle. We didn’t actually do that, we were the wrong age group, too young. There was another echelon of people who were West End Johnnies. I was never one of those either. I was around and about, but I was the poor relation. I had not got any money. Those other fellows would go out gambling. I couldn’t afford to. They were all big drinkers, and I was never a big drinker. I liked the girls but I didn’t like the drink too much. Perhaps I was in a fool’s paradise, but it seemed to go on for a long time, I was very lucky.
I worked with a chap called Stan Hunter, a senior partner at Bisgood. What a roué he was! He had all these girlfriends. He went to the Turkish baths in Jermyn Street, and wine bars. He was so well-known they played his signature tune as he walked in. He was a really nice man and a toff, even though he was a jobber.
He gave me one piece of advice.
He said, always treat your wife as number one, and as much as you can, try and get home the same day that you go out.
I have always stuck to those rules. He may have been a role model, but it was scandalous. Everyone seemed to know. Everyone seemed to know. His dear wife put up with a lot as most wives did in those days before the emergence of feminism.
Finally Howard Taylor, our senior partner at Bisgood, and my bête noir, ran off with the wife of a senior partner at another, more powerful company of stockbrokers.
 
Doreen: Brian was always as charming and as smooth as he can be. Every Christmas Eve, Brian came over and Dad took him to the pub for a drink.
Each time he talked to Brian about getting married to his daughter.
Brian said to him once, look Mr McCartney – he always called them Mr and Mrs McCartney, all their lives, even after we married – he said, look Mr McCartney, if I was thinking of getting married, I would definitely marry your daughter.
But I am NOT thinking of getting married.
Dad said, that’s all right, Brian, that’s all right.
That’s how it was. It caused me heartache all the time.
I stuck around because I didn’t want anybody else. I knew, early on, he was the one for me.
 
Brian: I went to jazz clubs. I quite like jazz and I liked the jazz players, and had written a few articles reviewing jazz concerts for RAF camp magazines when I was in Germany. I particularly liked modern jazz, and I went with my mate Peter Hedges, after we came out of the Air Force together. It was always in the West End. We would buy a packet of fags, two halves of bitter, and sit there all night in a really fuggy atmosphere listening to blokes jamming away, thinking it was wonderful. Well, it was wonderful. Hedge and I had ideas above our station, of being in a jazz band. Hedge played alto and was sometimes taught by a real jazz musician at the time, Joe Harriot, who played with Johnny Dankworth. Sometimes there were girls, mostly couples. Doreen would go along with me to jazz concerts but she couldn’t care less about the music. She didn’t mind what we did so long as it was together.
 
Doreen: I did pack him up once.
There was a girl in his office, her name was Shirley Carbury, she fancied herself as a jazz singer and Brian, of course, liked jazz. He was taking her out, as well as me. We were supposed to be going out one weekend, and he said, ‘I can’t see you at the weekend.’
I said, ‘Oh, really, why’s that?’
He said, ‘Do you remember the Mudlarks?’
They were a Group, two brothers and a sister. Anyway, the sister got married and was having a baby and had to drop out so they interviewed for a replacement, and Shirley got the job.
The Mudlarks were appearing up in Southport, near Blackpool, for the summer season and Brian was going up to see the show for the weekend.
Well, I knew what that meant.
I said, ‘If that’s the way you feel, you’ve fallen off your pedestal as far as I’m concerned’ …and I packed him up.
I was still living at home then and we had been going out together for five years!
Then, towards Christmas, I was going out with Rita, because we always said, Saturday nights, if we didn’t have a better date, we’d go out together. I was getting ready to go out with Rita to this club, and the door knocker went.
There was Brian, with his friend, John Topliff.
I said, oh, like that, what are you doing here?
Brian said, ‘I have come to bring up the Christmas presents from my family’.
I said, ‘Oh, really? Well, you’d better come in’.
He came in, and I told him I was going out with Rita.
Of course, I didn’t go out with Rita. We went out in John Topliff’s little Austin van, all three of us – Rita was going down the club anyway – and John was like a gooseberry, but it was his van. We ended up in the basement club of a Catholic church in Soho.
Brian told me Shirley had got bitten by a horse.
Good, I said.
 
There were never any other serious contenders to Brian from the age of seventeen to twenty-six.
This does not mean to say I did not have other dates.
That Christmas really was our coming back together. I think, for the first time, he missed me.
We were close after that. We used to go on holidays together. Before that, he never took me on holiday.
He said it would have been like taking coals to Newcastle.
We used to go off all around the British Isles in his very first car, an old Morris Minor.
He’s always been ambitious. He was ambitious then. He always said to me, I am going to be the Chairman of the Stock Exchange before I’m thirty.
That never happened, but he hasn’t done badly.
 
What was attractive about him was that he made me laugh. He was just like our son, Guy, really, always mucking about, so much so that you don’t know when he’s mucking about and when he isn’t sometimes, and that means trouble. He used to do a little dance for me when he said goodnight.
 
I was still doing secretarial work for the bank. My average time at any one job was three years. I worked for the bank, and then – at my own initiative that time – I went to work for chartered accountants around in Eldon Street, EC2, as secretary to one of the partners. I stayed there three years. That was the time Brian got his little car, we have a picture of his car, a Morris Minor, outside my offices. We were going off as always on Friday night after work, to spend the weekend away.
Then, after that, my friend Rita worked for an employment agency, she rang me up and said, I’ve got this job that’s just come up as secretary to Monty Berman, the theatrical costumier. Do you fancy going for it? I said, yes, why not?
I got that job, up in Leicester Square, and stayed there three years.
Then Brian said it was about time again that I changed my job, so I got a job as secretary to the Managing Director of Readymix Concrete in St Anne’s Gate. The whole office moved to the bottom of Wandsworth Bridge, they had a plant there and they put their head office in the plant. That’s when I lived in Holland Park, and Brian had a little Volkswagon by then, and he had his flat in Pimlico. I used to drive the Volkswagon to my office. We didn’t live together. We used to spend weekends together. He’d come and stay at my flat for the weekend.
He still liked his independence.
I can’t remember him ever actually saying ‘will you marry me?’.
 
Brian: It wasn’t a marriage proposal, more a trading offer.
I said to her one day, ‘Look, darling, I still want to see the world, and I’m going to see the world. If you’d like to join an airline, we’ll get married, and that way we’ll be able to travel around the world for ten percent of the fares.’
She managed to get a job with BUA, not as an air hostess but as a secretary to the cargo manager.
I said, ‘stick by me, babe, I’ll show you the world’ but she actually showed me to start with.
 
Doreen: I remember the words stuck in my brain because I liked my job.
Brian said, ‘if you join an airline, we’ll get married’.
So I did. I knew a friend of a friend, she worked for British United Airways, and she told me there was a job coming up for the cargo sales manager.
I applied the following day, and got the job. I must say that every job I went after, I got, which was rewarding.
That was in the month of March, 1966.
Then Brian said, we won’t get married until October, because it’s tax effective.
He’s all romance.
Having a job with an airline meant we were able to travel by paying 10% of the fares, plus we got lots of offers for travelling. I was on the cargo sales side, not the passenger sales side, but I still got the perks.
He had to be married to me to get the same perks, otherwise we would probably never have got married.
As for the wedding, Brian lived in Cambridge Street. His family were not involved, because they had all moved to America.
The wedding was in Caxton Hall. My dad was on shift work on the buses. It was a Monday; everything seems to happen to me on a Monday. We got married on a Monday, all my children were born on Mondays, my mother died on a Monday. It’s very peculiar. Anyway, it was a Monday.
Jimmy Bisgood popped in, so there were about ten of us.
I cooked the food the night before, chicken pieces and a fruit salad.
I remember Brian went fishing that Sunday leaving me to it and when he returned he told me that on the way home he told a fellow passenger that he was getting married the following day.
‘Don’t do it!’ said the passenger,
Having just completed cooking the chicken, you can imagine how I felt.
Our three wedding snaps were taken by my brother in law on the little patio of our flat in Pimlico.
 
Our honeymoon set the scene for much of our married life. We were meant to fly to Gibraltar by British United Airways, stay the night at the Rock Hotel, and next day get a hired car and go to Portugal. We planned to spend our honeymoon touring Portugal.
We missed the flight, which we have done many times since. We managed to get on a flight to Malaga. We got there very late at night, and had to take a bus from the airport but there was nowhere to stay and it was really late.
Brian said to somebody on the bus, we’ve just got married and we have nowhere to stay and this bloke very kindly gave up his hotel room for us.
We stayed the night at his hotel room in Malaga and next day we got a bus to Gibraltar to find we couldn’t stay at the Rock Hotel, so we picked up the car and went off to Portugal. As we drove there, we started wondering why everyone had black umbrellas on their carts.
Then it started raining and it didn’t stop.
It was a very rainy honeymoon.
We came back via Gibraltar to return the hire car. Brian said we should really stay at the Rock, because it’s our honeymoon. I remember opening the curtains and literally, there was the window, and six inches away there was the Rock face.
Brian was in the bathroom, and there was a knock on the door.
A chap delivered a big bouquet of flowers.
I thought, that’s really sweet. Our honeymoon was a mess and now he wants to cheer me up.
Brian came out of the bathroom and I said, thank you darling.
He said, what for?
I said, for the flowers.
But Brian hadn’t ordered the flowers, they’d been delivered to the wrong room.
Brian felt terrible that he hadn’t thought of doing it.
I was mad because he hadn’t thought of doing it, and the fact that somebody else got the flowers and not me.
 
Brian was made a Member of the Stock Exchange that year, which meant he had arrived and was set to go places. A year later he was being considered as a Partner in Bisgood Bishop. One of the firm’s senior partners, Ingram Capper, was a very tall distinguished man and he and his wife lived down in the country but had a mews house in Belgravia.
Brian came home one day and said we were invited to dinner with Ingram and his wife.
We went to the mews and had drinks together before they took us out to the Chelsea Cloisters restaurant.
I had a habit once, I have stopped now, but every time I talked to people I would hit them on the arm just to make a point. I was sitting next to Ingram and whacking him on the arm to make a point and he said to me, ‘and what does your father do?’
I said, ‘Well, he’s on the buses’.
Brian nearly died.
He could see all his efforts at impressing Ingram going out the window, and saying goodbye to the partnership. But we got on very well, Ingram Capper and I, and also his wife Rosemary. She was lovely and they were really sweet.
My dad had been on the buses since the end of the war.
Why should I pretend otherwise?
Brian couldn’t reach me when this conversation was going on but afterwards, when we were walking home, he said ‘Why did you say that?’
I said, ‘Because it’s true.’
He said, ‘Couldn’t you say he worked for the LTE?’
I said, ‘What’s the bleeding LTE?’
He meant, of course, the London Transport Executive.
In spite of that Brian was made a Partner, so that was OK.
 
 

8 - Five future allies
 
 
 
 
 
In becoming Mr USM at Bisgood Bishop, later the creation of Winterflood Securities, and the great fight in 2000 to stop the German Stock Exchange merging with the London Stock Exchange, a number of future allies lived parallel lives in the City.
They were all, at one time or another, important to Brian Winterflood’s career.
An important ally in the battle against Deutsche Bourse, for example, was a legendary broker called Charlie Peel, who had come into the Market in a far different way to Brian. Their lives became intertwined in the 1980’s, but they were unlikely allies:
 
Charlie Peel: I was brought up in Egypt, I didn’t even know what racism or religionism was until I had left Eton. Because I had been brought up in Egypt, everything was coming in through the door, blacks, whites, everything, even kissing each other! I didn’t go on to university, I went straight into the City.
My dad went to dinner with Roger Watson, senior partner at Grieveson Grant and said, I’ve got this c**t of a son.
Roger Watson said, send him along to me.
Watson had always wanted to stay at my family house in Cairo during the battle of Alamein in 1942 – officers went there for the weekends – but he could never get an invitation. Grieveson Grant took me on when I was eighteen, and when I was twenty-three I was much sharper than all the graduates coming in. I was a partner at twenty eight.
The problem with stories about the City is that you have to name people. Then you get into trouble. You get yourself into trouble as well. I was part of the old City. I joined in 1963, so I knew Brian. I was a blue button then, in those days you were a blue button for two years. Literally, just seven years after I did it, people went down to the Floor to be a blue button for three weeks training, and then they became dealers!
Among the people I knew, we were both blue buttons, was Michael Marks, later the architect of the Deutsche Bourse takeover of the LSE. When I rang up him up later, although I hadn’t seen him for fifteen years, he used to ring me back, even though he had become number one at Merrill Lynch, because we used to have coffee when we were all kids together.
It was one big family on the floor of the House, but I never really knew Brian until much later. I probably did, I can’t remember the actual year when I got to know him. I had gone through the mill too, we both did. I was on eight pounds a week once, and I stayed in the office until eight o’clock every night.
We didn’t deal with Bisgood very often. We were Grieveson Grant. We were big, we liked Durlacher and big jobbing firms like that. Bisgood was a bit of a shrimp. In those days, it was a bit like that. We liked to deal with big people. Durlacher had parties at the Savoy. I wasn’t in that, I was too young, but I saw the partners doing it.
Derek Riches, later a competitor to Brian Winterflood in the jobbing business of Smith Brothers, then as an ally whenever the trading of small-cap companies was threatened – in the creation of AIM, for example – provides an interesting picture of the deeper City culture in the 1950’s.
 
Derek Riches: I came into the City at the age of fifteen with just two 0-levels, when everyone was hiring people with at least four 0-levels. My problem was that I had been involved with a skiffle band since I was thirteen, and I wanted to be the next Tommy Steele. I had not concentrated on my studies.
I knew I needed to get a proper job, because my parents were of the old school, the War had not long ended, and it was important to get the security of a job.
My headmaster said: ‘I don’t think there’s a lot of point, Riches, in pursuing your academic career, would you mind leaving?’
I became a labourer. But in looking for a career I had spent some time in a library. There were no careers masters in those days, and I read a pamphlet on the Stock Exchange, and it stuck in my mind. What I learned was the difference between jobbers and brokers.
I went to a labour exchange, and they told me they had a job as a ledger clerk at a firm in the City, Smith Bros. I was interviewed by a man called Doug Rose, and said ‘I’ll do anything’.
He said, ‘do you know the difference between a jobber and a broker?’
And because I’d read that pamphlet, I did, and got the job.
Lucky, lucky me.
Being a ledger clerk led to being a red button, then to a blue button.
Smith Bros were a small, post-war Jewish jobber, with four partners and about forty staff. I wasn’t the only goy, there were four or five of us, but not many.
I remember watching a dealer called Archie Jessop buying a thousand shares in a company called RFD for three shillings and sixpence each, and selling those thousand shares for three shillings and sixpence three farthings…three farthings was three-quarters of an old penny. That made him three pounds, two shillings and sixpence profit. As I was earning about ten pounds a week, I thought this was a bloody good game, a terrific opportunity for me to be part of it. I set my heart on going down to the Floor.
Brian: You have to understand that the language of the dealing fraternity on the Floor of the LSE was unique. In the Equity Market we tended to gauge the returns by the yardstick of so much turn on a unit of a thousand shares. If the turn was three quarters of a penny – three farthings – then three farthings on a thousand shares was equal to £3/2/6, that is, three pounds, two shillings and sixpence (in today’s money, three pounds, twelve and a half pence).
A penny-halfpenny on a thousand was consequently £6/10/0, that is, six pounds and fifty pence.
So prices could be quoted as ‘close to close’, three quarters of a penny either side of a shilling or numbers of shillings (a shilling was equivalent to five pence today).
Things were completely different in the Gilt Market where you dealt in fractions (we did not deal in gilts at Bisgood Bishop). Here you had particular terms such as “under and over”, that is, a 1/64 either side of the figure being traded, whatever that was, say £1/0/0.
That meant £0.63/64 to £1.1/64.
You could sell the Stock at 99 1/4p and buy it at £100 3/4p.
Another term, “close under to over”, meant you could sell at £0.63/64p and buy at £1.1/32p.
Woe betide those who didn’t know their fractions. Many young dealers were so flummoxed by the extraordinary language that they were often taken advantage of by the other jobbers who utterly confused them, and always had the advantage.
It is difficult to believe that this was actually how things worked, but they did.
 
Derek Riches: When I was eighteen, I wanted to become a blue button, but there was one difficulty for me. Doug Rose was honest and said to me, well, you’re not Jewish. The post-war Jewish mentality – perfectly reasonably – was very tight, after the hammering the Jews had had in the war. It was very much a protective society. A non-Jewish person like me, whilst I wasn’t quite on the back-burner, was not going to be first choice when a job came up.
But, come 1961, I am still a teenager, and the free price of gold started to move away from the fixed price. All of a sudden, the economies of the Western world saw the back of the American Marshall Aid Plan and were stabilising, and the free price of gold started to move up, from $35/ounce to $40, $41, $42/ounce. Smith Brothers were big traders in South African gold mines, so all the old gold mines like Dominion Reef, Free State Cyplass, a lot of very marginal gold mines, which were kind of thrupence a share in old money, suddenly became viable. A gold boom took place. As the boom progressed we became short of staff, and Doug Rose came in to see me. He told me the gold market needed a blue button, because it was frantically busy, and I was to get down to the Stock Exchange. There was a brief interview – basically, is this chap a good egg? – I got authentication, and became a runner.
In as much as you were a fourth class citizen as a clerk, third class citizen as a red button, definitely second class citizen as a blue button, yet while blue buttons were messenger boys, they were messenger boys with a mission. It was a great stepping stone to the Holy Grail, to becoming an authorised dealer, a genuine first class citizen, with a trading ability on the Stock Exchange Floor. This was a huge, huge privilege. I cannot emphasise now what a big deal that was. I was entering a society which, to all intents and purposes, was totally elitist at that time – not so much now – but seriously elitist. I knew what was on the plate, though as a young man I didn’t quite realise the significance, but I knew it had a significance. We were in a strong class-based society, and as a blue button, I am not sure subterranean is quite the right word, but still, I was definitely football material.
It was a hierarchy by class, but in Smith Bros it was more of a meritocratic society than the old fiefdoms of Ackroyd & Smithers and Wedd Durlacher. We didn’t have a fiefdom at Smiths. We had a society moulded on the fiefdom, without the history, much more of a meritocracy. If you were good, they needed you. Over a period of time as a blue button you made your mark by being accurate, good at admin, making sure all the messages were aggressively transmitted to the brokers, and that you got the order. If you could prove that, you got authorised, but not before you were twenty-one years old.
I was authorised as a dealer at twenty-one, even though I was non-Jewish.
By 1964, things began to move. I can see why Jewish companies, post-war, were close together and protected each other. They were conscious of dilution outside that Jewish society, because, simply, they had to re-build. There was still quite strong anti-Semitism in the Market. No one on the Gilts market, for example, was Jewish. Whilst it wasn’t overtly anti-Semitic, it was the brotherhood of the non-Jewish members of the Stock Exchange – blue blood if you want to call it that – exempting the Jewish fraternity. I was part of that fraternity, though Jewishness didn’t really have significance for me. Being a young man then, I was a bit naïve.
What did I know about Jewish people?
I was aware, but not to any great degree. I didn’t know anything else for decades but a Jewish company.
We were in competition with Bisgood Bishop and Brian Winterflood over the trading of shares in small cap companies, though we were, in the 1960’s, somewhat bigger than his firm.
Another ally, crucial to the break from County NatWest in 1988 that led to the creation of Winterflood Securities, was David Codd later to become MD.
 
David Codd: I was born and lived in Notting Hill all my life, one of three children, an older sister who died of cancer, I was in the middle and I have a younger brother. My father was a painter and decorator, inhaled lead fumes from the oil paint, one night he brought up a bucket of blood. Nowadays you would blame the smoking, because he was a smoker and then overnight he became a non-smoker. He lived beyond the age of 80. It was the paint, not the smoking, that caused him to cough blood.
My mother went out office cleaning to enable us three to have a decent education. I went to Grammar School in Ducane Rd. It didn’t cost money but there was uniforms and things like that.
I left Grammar School at 16. I was good at maths, quick at figures, career advisers suggested I get a job as an accountant, a nice boring accountant, and I joined a firm called Marconi Osram as a trainee accountant, a cost and works accountant, part of the GEC Group.
Then I got called up and did two years national service, and had second thoughts about being an accountant. For three months after I came out of the Forces, I did nothing. I have always been involved in sport, playing football in the neighbourhood. I picked up an advert in one of the papers, Bisgood Bishop looking for someone in their statistics department. I applied for the job and got it.
Bisgood in those days had lots of people in their forties, and in their twenties, but no one in their thirties. The managing partner, Vic Pagram, had words with me after a few months. The office manager was Ernie Coombes, lovely fellow, who looked after me; they asked me if I wanted to become Ernie’s assistant.
Vic said, ‘There’s a good future, you know Ernie’s age, he’s in his 60’s, he’s not going to be here that much longer, there’s an opportunity if you grasp it to become office manager.’
I was never inclined to go on the dealing floor. I didn’t want to trade, I wanted to use my maths. The only attribute I really had was with figures, and I was very good with figures. I didn’t see myself as a trader, more as a back office man rather than a trader. I was, though, also influenced by Vic Pagram saying I had an opportunity to become an office manager in my 20’s.
There were class distinctions on the Floor of the Stock Exchange. The dealers, there was a snobbishness about that, but not in the back office where we all came from a similar background. The difference between jobbers and brokers is that brokers were looking for people who came from a class that could introduce business, posh people to put it bluntly, who could bring business to the company. That didn’t matter in jobbing. There you needed to be street-wise, a barrow-boy, who could buy apples and sell pears. There was a different mentality in jobbing offices to broking offices. We found when we did take on a few of these educated people – they were educated idiots as far as we were concerned – because they weren’t street-wise. We were looking for street-wise people, someone with a different background to what a broking firm would look for. I fitted that. I was promoted quickly, I can’t remember how many years before I was promoted to office manager, but I was still a young man.
Ernie Coombes, lovely fellow, taught me everything.
In the early days I didn’t have a lot of dealings with Brian Winterflood. Because he was on the Floor and I was in the office, our paths never crossed, other than in the evenings when they came up from the floor of the Exchange, and maybe on Friday evening. We all went out for a beer then to a place called The Ship, near Liverpool Street. Brian wasn’t a sporty man. I knew all those people in Bisgood with an interest in football and cricket, and I did play football a couple of times for the Stock Exchange itself. I had more reason to know sporty people than I did Brian. It was only later when I progressed that I got to know Brian better. He was a partner – I wasn’t a partner – and when we moved offices, one place where I really got to know Brian on a Friday night was a pub called The Dandy Roll, where Brian liked a bit of dancing, and we had a few beers. That was socialising and that’s when I first got to know Brian – there’s a two year age difference between us.
David Codd’s protégé, was Mike Hines later to become CEO of Winterflood Securities.
 
Mike Hines: I come from the East End of London, an only boy. I was born in Bermondsey on the south side of the river and then moved to Poplar where my parents ran a public house by Blackwall Tunnel. My grandfather was a road-sweeper, my dad run a café and then he got a pub, and I was brought up in the pub. I think for that reason I am a natural manager rather than a natural trader. I worked in the pub since I was twelve, I am quite good with numbers, and also with organising things, a bit like bottling up at the pub and the rest of it, the logic is there, moving crates. So I think, personally, I got into the right bit of the City. I think I would have struggled as a trader. It’s just horses for courses.
I started working at sixteen years old at Bisgood Bishop in 1966 in the back office. At that time Brian would have been a trader at Bisgood. I have only ever had one job, with one company in terms of people, in the last 40 years.
When I was young it seemed to me that office jobs were more comfortable than digging roads and being outside, although the only interest I really had aside from numbers was woodwork. I have no formal education. I left school with one 0-level in woodwork and one in maths. The maths one was the important one, on which I have survived since. My uncle said to me, the last thing you want to be is a chippie and go around building sites, so I came up to the City. We had had one school visit to the Stock Exchange, up in the gallery, looking down, and I thought, oh, they deal with numbers. I tried for a job, first interview I had, taken on by Bisgood Bishop as a clerk and part messenger as well. Much of the settlement was in paper and moved by hand, and you used to pass tickets for delivery. You used to go to a central place to distribute them.
Every firm had a box, and you would get this bundle of paperwork for each stockbroker and go around and put them in all their boxes, to confirm deals that were done; my job was half messenger, half clerk. Eventually, you got to the stage where you got a Red Button and were authorised to go down to a checking room. Deals that were done the previous day were given to you, sorted by stock, and you checked this off with the other brokers to ensure they were correct.
I went through the back office doing most of the jobs, and then down to the trading floor as a Blue Button. I was down there six weeks, it wasn’t a long time, and they had some people leaving the back office, and I got called up by the then senior office partner, Vic Pagram.
He said, ‘we’d like you to be in charge of checking. You did a good job while you were there. We know you’re coming off your career a bit, because obviously the way to make money is as a trader, but could you go to the back office?’
At the time he gave me a rise of two pounds a week. I had started work at seven pounds a week, so I might be on ten pounds a week by then. When someone gives you a 20% rise to do a job that you actually quite enjoy, it was fairly easy to come back up from the Floor.
I do not regret not being a trader. I suppose, nowadays, traders earn massive amounts of money, they are all getting paid fortunes. In those days, they earned a bit more than back office, but it wasn’t that black and white the way it is now. Added to this is the fact that it was one of those things. At the time I was eighteen years old, obviously I have had a rise of two pounds a week to do the job for six months and then perhaps I would go back down to the Market again.
But all that happened was that the firm got bigger, I got more of a managerial role and more money, and I was comfortable. I was comfortable because I was good at what I was doing rather than starting again at the bottom, downstairs on the floor again. Events took over.
In 1970 I got married. At that point I was on two thousand pounds a year, forty pounds a week, and I thought, right, I can afford to get married now. About ’71, ’72, the office manager left after a row. David Codd moved up to be an office manager, and I moved – if you like – into the managerial role. I was only twenty-two at the time. Most of our office staff were people who had been in the Second World War. The majority of the office staff were well into their fifties, and had been to war and come back, so I wasn’t entirely in charge of them. It was more like I was the assistant manager.
And at that point I suppose I found my niche.
I actually enjoyed managing, and from there on I have never really looked back. I have basically stayed behind David Codd all the time in my career from the mid 1970’s up to 1986 when we got taken on by County NatWest. We spent two years at CNW where I was an associate director. David Codd left first, Brian left second, they then came back and said to me, we’d like to start up a firm, would you come? But it is still the same firm as when I started.
I am thirteen years younger than Brian, and when I got to know him, Brian would have been in his thirties. He was top trader in Bisgood because of his drive to do a deal, and always wanting to make the most of it. He won’t leave it alone. Whatever deal it is, he feels he should be able to get it cheaper. He should be able to know someone who can get some money off that price. He’s never paid the right price for anything, because that’s not his nature. He will always ask for a discount. He’s got that trading ability. He doesn’t blink, even if he’s betting the farm on something.
You hear a lot of stories about when the new issues were being traded. Brian would go into the broker’s box, and they would all say, we think the price is X.
Brian would say, I’ll buy them.
Oh, said the brokers, the price is now that.
Brian would say, I’ll buy them.
He had that ability of just not blinking and being able to trade. And then by getting as much information as possible, that’s how he made a price.
When British Gas shares were issued, I used to go down to the trading floor and control the central bit of the trading floor by then, a bit like a bookmaker’s clerk in the middle, because the traders were around the outside of the hexagonal box. I was walking across the floor early in the morning, and Brian said to me, what do you think of British Gas?
I said, I dunno.
He asked if I had got any.
I said yes, my dad’s got some, my mum’s got some.
Later on in the day I said to him, why did you bother asking me?
He said, it’s all about feedback. He said, your mum and dad don’t trade, and yet there they are, buying BG shares. That gives me the feeling of how much liquidity there is in the market, how much is out there. It was that ability to gather together what you would class as meaningless information from anybody, juniors, their mums and dads, and using that, calculating all that into making a good price.
There was a great deal of turnover in BG, and jobbers made a lot of money out of two-way trading. The more two-way trading, the better. Everyone made money out of that issue, but Brian had that ability to take that information, and focus on it.
Julian Palfreyman was a fourth, younger man, now Managing Director of Winterflood Securities:
 
Julian Palfreyman: I left Windsor College at eighteen, having done A-levels, and I didn’t want to go to university. I ended up working for the Electricity Board as a trainee manager, but was bored with that and was going to college studying HNC in Business Studies. One day, getting ready for work, I had the radio on in my bedroom, Capital Radio, and they had a job section, and it said, stock exchange trainees required. I didn’t know anyone who worked on the stock exchange, but I had studied economics A-level and had quite enjoyed it. So I decided to go along for an interview.
I was interviewed by a man called Bryan Cavill, a senior partner at Bisgood, which had put the advert on to the radio. I appeared to be on my own that morning, a contrast to getting a job at the Electricity Board, where there had been three hundred applicants.
Bryan Cavill’s first question was, do you like football?
I said, yes.
He said, what position do you play?
I said, left mid-field.
Oh good, he said, we’re looking for a left mid-field player. It went from there. He offered me the job there and then, as a blue button, starting in the back office, learning settlements and procedures, with a view to going down to the stock market floor. I took a substantial pay cut to come and work up in the City, plus, I had my rail fare expenses as well. All in all, I was about 40% worse off coming to work here. I discussed it with my mum, and she said, don’t worry about your house-keeping, it will be fine, give it a go.
I started, and obviously worked my way down to the market floor.
I found out later that, from that advertisement, I was the only person who applied for this post, even though they had put the advert on one of the most popular stations in London. As the only person who replied, that’s why I got the job.
I joined in 1979, met Brian Winterflood in the office, then I went down on to the market floor in 1980 as one of Brian’s ‘blue, blue, blues’. Primarily I was working with Terry Connor, who Brian doesn’t talk to now, and Martin Burton, who were on the Electricals leader pitch.
Brian was scary. He was no-nonsense, there was a degree of tyranny, senior management gave the impression they would take no prisoners, they were very aggressive, it was part of the tradition at the time. Terry was more affable, easy-going, wanted to be liked, but Brian wanted results. He demanded hard work and dedication.
He doesn’t now, and didn’t then, suffer fools gladly. He judged people by his own standards. He was more focused than any other jobber, more aggressive.
I really came into contact with him when, my first day as an authorised clerk, a dealer. I was standing on the Electricals pitch waiting for the Market to open, about two minutes to go before the bell rang at
9.30. Brian was looking after the USM, then in its early days. There was a new issue called Bio-Isolates, and Brian ran around to Terry Connor about a minute before the market opened. I was standing there.
Brian said, Terry, I need what’s-his-name – he didn’t know my name – to come and help with this new issue.
I was thrown in at the deep end, didn’t know what the hell was going on.
He said, Bio-Isolates, they’re 50 to 5, make 52/5, it’s in two and a half thousand, bid for 10, buy ‘em, don’t sell ‘em.
The phones were ringing, the full market opened, I picked up the phone, a voice said, Bio-Isolates.
I said, 50 to 5, 52-5 if you like.
Size? the broker said.
I said it’s in two and a half thousand, bid for ten thousand.
He said I’ll buy two and a half thousand.
Brian heard me trading on the phone.
He said, what did you do?
I said, I sold two and a half thousand,
He said, you f***ing idiot. I told you to buy them, not f***ing sell them.
That was my introduction to Brian.
￼[image: Image 37]
I am an Englishman. I believe the only thing we have left is our honesty and integrity. If I give my word, I always keep my word.
Dictum Meum Pactum.
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Mr O’Hara (Latin Master) was his passport to the City. Brian is bottom left.
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Brian chose the RAF over the Army for National Service because the Central Band of the RAF was based in Uxbridge. He thought he might get into the band and play the saxophone, but he wasn’t good enough.
 
￼[image: Image 40]
Brian, aged 20, with sister Doreen on his right and Clara Kluck on his left.
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Doreen’s playground as a child.
 
￼[image: Group 42 Image 43 Graphic 44]
Reg Barrett of Greener Dreyfus, Brian’s mentor.
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‘At the end of our square-bashing after we had finished our training, my squad got together and ganged up on me. I hadn’t treated them badly but I was in charge and did sod-all work. They scrubbed my body with blanco and then dumped me in the shower’.
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The first girlfriend Brian had at RAF Calne was called ‘Bubbles’ (on his left).
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Princes of the City were the Merchant Bankers – Establishment, conservative, only occasionally competitive. ‘Bankers used to despise Stockbrokers. The idea of ever calling on a Stockbroker was absolute anathema. Jobbers? You didn’t even know Jobbers!’
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Brian and Doreen in 1957, the year they met.
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I made the dress in 1958 with fake fur around the sleeves – I was 19 years old.
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Wedding photo, from left: oldest friend ‘Dinky’, Doreen’s Mum, Doreen’s Dad, Doreen’s brother Bruce, Doreen, Doreen’s brother Peter, Brian, Doreen’s sister Sandra, Peter ‘Candy’ Hedges, Doreen’s sister June, Jean Adnams (Doreen’s landlady in Notting Hill).
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Making ends meet, the wrong end of King’s Road.
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A proud day – Membership!
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‘Bunny’ – in top hat – John Brown, Len King (background), Alan, Bill Sharp, Paul Carrol, Patrick Bullimore (background), Brian.
 
￼[image: Image 54]
 
‘Brian brought a swash-buckling style to the Unlisted Securities Market.’
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From left, Mark Potashnik, Patrick Bisgood, two unknown, Dicky Hine, Brian.
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From left, Trevor Bass, Tony ‘The Ferrit’ Falshawe, Tony Berry.
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Remedi worthies, Jane Asher, Brian, Patrick Mesquita.
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Life President of SIMA – Securities and Investment Management Association.
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Bisgood Bishop at the end of a trading day (one Angus Ashton, ‘1812’).
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Spot the Ball – never a sportsman.
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Rita Collins, best friend of Doreen.
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Old Stock Exchange.
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The re-developed Stock Exchange in 1973, with hexagons.
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Who would not want to be a Freeman of the City of London?
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‘Sweaty Betty’ – Elizabeth Sullivan – joking with Brian, David Gill, Lorenze Cornish, ‘Lindy Loo’.
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Brian with one of his oldest friends, Mike Hicks.
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HM The Queen visits the Stock Exchange.
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Margaret Thatcher visits ‘the Floor’.
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In Maggie’s revolution – the privatisation of British Gas.
 
 
 

9 - Early Married Life – the shop
 
 
 
 
 
Brian: In October 1966 when we got married we moved to a rented basement flat in Winchester Street in Pimlico.
We travelled as much as we could during the next three years. If you go back to “Who’s Who?” books that say “Hobbies” against my name, for years I put in “Work, travel, home”
Then, as time elapsed it was “Work, home, travel”
Then it became “Work, home, children, travel”
Then “Work, children, travel”
Now it’s become “Wife and travel”!
 
Doreen: We did a lot of travelling in the first three years of our marriage. We did a ten-day trip to India for just forty pounds, to Delhi, Agra, Bombay and Madras, it was amazing. We had guides, a Muslim, a Sikh and a Hindu, and top-class hotels.
In Agra Brian wanted to see the Taj Mahal by moonlight. We had just been to an operatic ballet telling the story of Shah Jahan who built the Taj in memory of his wife, Mumtaz, and we took a rickshaw to the Taj itself. In those days my hair was very short, and I wanted to look especially glamorous that night. I wore a wig, piled high with curls, the fashion at the time. As we walked beside the reflective pool heading for that beautiful building, Brian put his arm around my shoulders and knocked my wig off, which started bowling along the whole length of the pool. I was left standing there looking less than glamorous but saw the funny side of it.
 
Brian: We were lucky to see what we saw before the world changed. There’s nothing like it today. On the other hand, we might get back to the airport to come home and be put on standby.
 
Doreen: Brian came home one day and told me that he had some holiday owing to him and would I mind if he went off to Nairobi for a week. I couldn’t go with him as I didn’t have any extra holiday time left. I was a bit miffed but agreed as it would have been selfish not to agree, so off he went. I stayed at home making loose covers for our second-hand sofa.
On the day he was due to arrive home I thought I would take the train to Gatwick and surprise him. When he came through the door at “Arrivals” and saw me there he did a double-take and said “I won’t be a minute”. He walked back into the airport. Little did I know but he had arranged to meet the air-hostess on the plane for a drink after she got through “Arrivals”.
Me turning up messed up his plans.
On the way home I got him to tell me all about the trip. Sometimes I used to feel like his sister rather than his wife! I loved hearing about his adventures and, funny enough, I am just not jealous. I was very jealous when we were going out for nine years as I thought he might go off with someone else. But once we actually got married, I knew he would always come home.
He told me that on the way out to Nairobi he had met a BUA air-hostess who was going on holiday to Nairobi. Naturally, they palled up and spent the week together.
 
There was a funny ending to this story.
Some time later Brian and I were going to Amsterdam for the weekend on what was then BUAF (British United Air Ferries), an airline where you could actually put your car on the plane. We boarded and Brian’s face went completely white.
I wondered why.
It turned out that he had recognised the air-hostess as the one that had spent the week with him in Nairobi.
Imagine his discomfort.
I thought “Serves you right.
It was a very interesting flight!
 
While we were in that flat, that’s when the depression hit the City in the late 1960s. Brian was bored stiff. He went off to work and would be standing there all day on his pitch at Bisgood with nothing to do. My friend Rita who worked for a Mrs Smith, an employment agency in Fulham, told me that a small shop was on the market.
Why didn’t we open it as an antique shop at the weekends?
I used to go and spend my lunch hours browsing around antique shops, because I love that sort of stuff, but Brian never did. Brian thought antiques were dirty and wouldn’t touch them. He had no interest whatsoever.
It was just a little lock-up shop, very small.
But I spoke to Brian about it, and he said, actually, there’s nothing going on at work at all, it might give us an interest, so we took the shop. Jimmy Bisgood loaned us the money to buy the lease, and we bought a little van. I had a job during the week. My friend, Jean, who also liked bric-a-brac would sit in the shop during the week selling her own bits and pieces. I went in on Saturdays.”
 
Brian: Doreen’s father came to paint it and made a mess of it. He was such an awkward man, lovely, but very awkward. He was up the ladder, drops the paint pot, paint all over the pavement, all over the front. He says it’s somebody else’s fault. He always blamed somebody else, that was just his character. Then we worked on that little shop and filled it up over the weekends.
 
Doreen: Brian did all the hunting for bric a brac, going shopping on Saturdays to the various markets, including Portobello, Medway and East Ham. Because he was a dealer, he loved not paying the right prices and knocking them down, and he grew into it. In the beginning he knew nothing about antiques, but he learned.
He used to go to jumble sales to stock the shop before we opened it. He was always terrified he would meet somebody on the other side of the counter who would recognise him from the City. We stocked the shop, and the first day we opened it was a free-for-all, everybody barged in wanting everything. In our ignorance we had under-priced everything. Because we had no idea of the mark-up, we sold too cheaply, even though we made a profit from it, we could have made a bigger profit.
On Sunday mornings we used to go down to Cheshire Street, which runs into Vallance Road – in the East End where the Kray twins were brought up – at 5 o’clock in the morning, with a torch, because there was a Sunday market there. When we came back from Vallance Road we would clean and price our purchases and put them into the shop.
Brian: One week we got to Cheshire Street, and it was pitch black. We parked our car and went down the road, and there was always two totters at the front with a big Volvo Estate, with a tarpaulin over it.
We said, anything for sale?
They would never show us. Week after week the same thing happened, we asked if there was anything we could look at, they always refused.
They had their regulars, and we were not amongst them.
Then one week I suppose things were a bit slack, one of the totters says, yeah, we’ve got a few things here from de Havilland House you might be interested in.
They had a series of mezzotints and he showed them to us. I knew nothing about mezzotints. They looked very nice, in fact we have still got a couple.
I said, they’re genuine, are they?
They said, yeah, they’re all right.
I said, doubtfully, they’re not hot, are they?
No, no, they said, we cleared the house and so on.
In hindsight you think, de Havilland House! Would these totters really be allowed to do that?
Anyway, in open markets, there’s no law as such, so we started to buy things off them.
Week in, week out, we started at the same place, they were always first and then we went to all the other folks down the road. We would buy this, buy that, saying ‘I’ll have that’ and they’d keep it until we turned around and came back and put it in our own van.
I remember buying this table. It was pitch black so we had torches, and the table was a very nice round Edwardian one. It was only on the way back to pick it up and I looked at the floor and the floor was covered in dust and the table was riddled with woodworm.
That was it, though, all’s fair in love and war.
After some weeks we didn’t go down for a while, and when we did go down again Doreen was in front of me. The two totters were there and greeted her.
They asked if she was OK.
Doreen said she was.
Then one of them said, sotto voce: ‘Old man inside?”
This was the totter culture. We were grafters, we didn’t have any money, and having the old man ‘inside’ – prison, that is – was one of the habitual risks in their world.
 
Doreen: I always liked antiques, but I hated being in the shop. Once I had cleaned everything I just sat there, waiting for people to come in. I almost pulled them in off the pavement, just for somebody to talk to. I was going spare.
We got to know one guy, Barry, he used to come in, he was Gay and he collected cups and saucers. He was in window-dressing. It was only a year that we had the shop, it seemed like forever. But we had one big problem. Brian would buy something and I would like it so much I would keep it and our little flat was soon packed out because I kept so much.
 
Brian: The Stock Exchange was dead as a doornail. There were lots of blokes in the market, not from the stock-broking fraternity, but people who worked in the City, like the Exchange Telegraph who were grafting because they were also finding life difficult.
We were right at the bottom of Cheshire Street one day, talking to one of our regulars, Nick the Greek, he specialised in tea trolleys and cake stands. I saw this lovely picture, a big canvas in a gilded frame, and I thought, I’ll have that. It had a big rip across it. It was a country theme, including a dray horse, really very nice.
I said, how much is that one?
Fifty quid, he said.
I said, did you say forty?
Yours, mate, he said.
It was six feet by four feet, a quality painting. We went further down Cheshire Street where it goes into Club Row, where the pet market operated. Just as we were turning around to come back, there was this chap with flaming red hair, like a Stuka coming out of the sun.
It was Patrick Quirk –from Cazenove! – rushing along, grafting, selling carpet squares. That’s how tough it was.
Not even carpets, carpet squares!
 
Patrick Quirk: I had a mate called Micky Smithers, he had an uncle who had a shop in Tower Bridge Road which sold carpet ends, the ends of a roll, two yards of it, carpet squares. We both had jobs but we were skint and wanted to take birds out so uncle said go and sell bits that Sunday. We sold lots of things, Christmas paper that was slightly off line, toilet rolls, soap that was bent, and when we met it was ‘say nothing, say nothing’. That day we were the late mob, everyone else got there at five o’clock in the morning, we were there at seven thirty. That’s when Brian sold me those chairs.
Brian: Doreen and I walked back, and we took the painting. The picture was so big we put it on top of the VW and strapped it across and took it home. I put it in the shop window, tear and all. It looked pretty good, I have to say. It was a lovely, lovely picture. You could cut the picture out, away from the tear, and it would still have been lovely. It stayed in the window over the weekend, with a price tag of £120.
I was off to Brighton on Monday morning for more sales. I got to Brighton and I don’t know what it was, but I phoned Doreen and said, whatever you do, don’t sell the picture. I told her I thought I had made an absolute boo-boo about it, it’s worth a lot more than the £120 we’re asking, despite us paying only £40 for it.
Doreen said, it’s gone.
One of these clever art dealers had come around at the crack of dawn, as soon as the shop was open.
Doreen said, I sold it first thing this morning.
They restored it, and it’s probably worth thousands of pounds. Of course, we didn’t understand the art of restoration. We didn’t realise you could make the painting virtually perfect. You learn lots of things like that.
 
We bought things where we made mistakes, papier-mâché trays that were Chinese, and we didn’t realise and we thought they were really throwaways. But it was not just us. There were dozens of others, just as ignorant. We were buying from somebody else even more ignorant than us! And we knew nothing.
On Saturdays I went everywhere, all the time, all cash deals, trading. You’d pit your wits against somebody else, it was real fun.
There were lots of American buyers. It was an amazing industry. Fortunately we also got a lot of house clearances.
We picked up some pictures which, I suppose in a way, I should have paid more for. I remember buying a B W Leader, I can’t remember what I paid for it, about £30 I think. I didn’t know who Leader was, but we researched it once we got it home. B W Leader was highly regarded. We took it up to Greene’s and they told us a real B W Leader would have been worth hundreds of pounds but it was a fake. It had Leader on it, but it wasn’t a Leader at all. I wasn’t being clever. I just thought it was a nice picture.
We’ve still got that picture but it’s not worth much.
 
I liked the markets.
One Sunday, down in Cheshire Street, this girl was selling fur coats. She had about thirty of them.
I said, I think we’ll have a shot at that.
Doreen went through them and said they’re very manky, they’re moth-eaten.
But I said, I don’t care, I think we should buy those, and we’ll get some glue.
We bought the lot at a knock-out price of £15, and took them all back to our flat in Pimlico. We put them on long poles and set about brushing them and cleaning them as best we could. Doreen had tape and glue and she glued them all up.
We sold the lot to the Hippies, who could not get enough of them at a very nice profit!
At the same time we bought a lot of steel-rimmed glasses, the sort worn by John Lennon. Hippies loved them. We cleaned up on the fur coats and glasses. They weren’t antiques, they were bric a brac, but wonderful winners for us.
 
Doreen says we did this for only a year but it must have been the longest year of my life as we seemed to have packed so much in. Things were picking up in the City and I couldn’t devote any spare time to the shop so we sold the lease and the stock to one of our first customers, Barry Quinn, who had by then become a great friend.
He went on to become one of the leading dealers in ceramics and jardinières and even commissioned one for the Queen’s Jubilee. He became very well regarded in the trade and ended up owning a much larger shop on the New Kings Road.
 
Doreen: After selling the shop we decided we had to move. The flat was becoming too small because it was full of the stock that I didn’t want to sell. We bought a terraced house in East Putney for about £6,000 and spent the next three years doing it up ourselves, because we didn’t have the money to pay to have it done by builders. I must say that even though Brian hates DIY he did put his hand to lots of things, even electrics and knocking down walls, and did a good job. On the other hand I simply love it all and was in my element wallpapering and even putting together the wardrobes and kitchen cupboards.
Then I got pregnant with Guy.
Choosing the time to have children was always up to Brian. We had got married, and I have always loved kids, he knew I wanted children. After travelling non-stop for three years he said, right, you want a baby, so we tried for a baby. I got pregnant, it didn’t take long at all. We had a swan-song, five weeks holiday which I had never done before. We went to Sao Paulo in Brazil, also Brasilia, Rio de Janeiro and Guatemala.
We went to Haiti when Papa Doc was there.
I didn’t want to go.
Brian said, I want to go to Haiti.
I said, well, I don’t…and he said I want to go to Haiti…
We get to Haiti and they’ve got guns stuck in their trousers.
They asked, where are you staying?
We said, we don’t know. They pointed to a blackboard and said, pick a hotel. We had to pick a hotel so they knew where we were staying.
We’re in a taxi and Brian is asking about the tonton macoutes and I’m thinking, oh my God!
Diplomatic he aint!
We stayed at this ramshackle hotel, and came back one night from a club, walking up the pathway when all of a sudden, Brian disappeared! These girls had pulled him into the bushes. I soon got him back, though.
 
After our swan-song trip, I joined the Libyan Embassy in Queensgate, part-time. What was really noticeable there was that, despite it being a Muslim place and Muslims are not allowed to drink alcohol, I could get all the bottles of whisky and gin I wanted without paying tax on it. Brian used to give me the orders. I was there when they had the coup against King Idris by Colonel Ghaddafi. The Libyan students stormed the Embassy and took all these pictures of the king off the wall.
I ran after them and told them, ‘you can’t do that!’
I could smell burning at one time and thought they were burning the place down; when I rushed upstairs I found the housekeeper had left the hot iron on the ironing board.
 
Brian: We tried to sell our house in East Putney for £15,000, but there were no buyers, so we dropped the price to £12,000. We still couldn’t sell it, so I put the price up again, and we sold it at £13,000.
For a while we couldn’t find a house and then Doreen found this house in Church Hill, Wimbledon. It was in terrible repair, run by Jesus freaks, and they had a double-decker red bus in the drive. They were born-again Christians, under the umbrella of the American evangelist, Billy Graham. The attic was full of Billy Graham literature, and the house was in a real mess, full of damp.
But we liked the location.
I sat outside the house for a whole afternoon in my car. I have always made a point of wherever we were going to live to sit there and just hear and see what goes on. I wanted to know how low the aircraft were going into Heathrow, and whether or not the noise was intolerable.
I sat and looked and thought, Christ what a mess.
But for Doreen it was the love of her life, doing up houses. She made it into a home. We paid £24,000 for our house in Church Hill in 1972, with all the charges, and spent a fortune on it.
When you think back, we had a mortgage for five grand, and we were contemplating sending our children to private school, which was going to cost £75,000 – projecting it forward with inflation – and you think, we’re in cloud cuckoo land. But you have to bite the bullet.
When you look back now, it was peanuts!
Who would have thought houses would be worth what they are today?
We still own it!
 
Mike Hicks: I was a broker on the floor of the Stock Exchange, handling Brian’s PA deals, and also very interested in greyhound racing. I once took him to dinner at Wimbledon Stadium, but Brian had no interest in backing greyhounds at all. He used to have 50p – 10 shillings – on ‘Stripes’, dog number 6, because it had a striped jacket. He sat eating his supper, and if the dog won it didn’t really matter. As time went on, Doreen and Brian were married, Doreen was pregnant with Guy, and Guy arrived on a Monday in 1970, I think it was on the 2nd of April.
Around that time I said, Brian, there’s a greyhound running in Wimbledon tonight in the first race, in trap 6, Stripes, and it’s called Winterflood.
It’s such a strange name, and you must back it.
Go away, said Brian.
I saw him again, and he told me, go away.
The third time I said, Brian, you really must back this.
He gave me a five pound note and then said, now go away.
There was a train strike on at the time, so in the evening I had dinner with Brian and he went home and I went to a gambling club and lost my money, and I came out of the gambling club at about 1 o’clock in the morning. They sold the ‘Sporting Life’ quite early in those days – maybe they still do – and I bought the ‘Sporting Life’, looked at the back page, Wimbledon, first race, first, Winterflood, trap 6, 10-1. I had put the money on it.
I went to the digs I was staying at, rang him up, the phone rang for a long time.
Brian answered, not best pleased, thank you very much for calling me at half past two in the morning!
I said, Winterflood’s won.
What are you talking about?
Winterflood has won, I said, at 10-1.
Finally, the penny dropped.
He said, well done, we must have a drink tomorrow.
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Doreen: Our eldest son Guy came along in 1970 when we were still in Putney. When he was two I had two miscarriages, that is why there’s the big gap between the two boys. Being from a spread-out family of five, I wanted all my kids together. We went away for the Christmas with Guy, and I was pregnant with Mark. We went on a cruise, and when we got back it was a three-day week. Mark came in ’73, Sarah in ’74. That was a tough period. We didn’t have much money, though it didn’t really affect us. I was very happy, personally. We had moved to Wimbledon by then, out of East Putney. Mark and Sarah were both born in Wimbledon in Church Hill.
 
Stephen Lewis was a young Balliol graduate when he came into the old City on January 5th, 1970, as an economist with Phillips & Drew, and draws a distinctive picture of its values then:
 
There were a few other college boys in the old City, but not very many. It was almost regarded as an accomplishment to be able to read and write in the City in those days. There were a lot of middle-class boys, offspring of fathers who themselves were fund managers, or worked in the financial sector but who had not been to university. Maybe they were studying accountancy, or getting actuarial qualifications.
They were fairly civilised.
Then there was another group of people who were less civilised, these generally worked on the floor of the house.
Jobbers!
You didn’t find very many intellectuals down there. They were rather different from us. We got on reasonably well, I suppose, but drinks after work, well, they tended to go their way, we tended to go ours. Some of them were sharp East Enders, but quite a lot of them were the not very bright sons of those same people who were providing the personnel for the front office. There’s a lot who were not so intelligent and a little bit more extrovert. You got sons of discount house directors turning up on the floor, and they’d be the sons of those who had previously done that job, but also treading in their father’s footsteps. There was a lot of family connections going on.
The firm I worked for, Phillips & Drew, was very unusual in having an anti-nepotism rule, which meant that no one could be employed who was the relative of a partner. Elsewhere, nepotism was the norm, and we were regarded as quite strange.
Personally I had nothing at all to do with jobbers. I think that it was about fifteen years into my career in the City before I met a jobber. I was very wary because, by reputation, they were very sharp indeed. I don’t think many of them had read English literature. They were sharp, though, and they would know what a bargain is.
Though many of the shares traded on the Stock Exchange were British companies, there was also quite a strongly developed plantation sector. They were leftovers from Empire, a lot of these old Empire stocks still trading. There wasn’t very much from the European Continent, because of course, that had been devastated by the war, and the companies that sprang up after the war were generally financed by family capital, or by the banks over there, and so they didn’t trade on stock exchanges.
There was not as much American money as there was subsequently, but investors in the UK gained exposure to international securities through the investment trust sector, which was much bigger than it is today. One of the great handicaps to London in those days – as a market – was the dollar premium. That meant that, effectively, investors wanting to put money into a foreign security had to do so at a disadvantageous exchange rate. Then, when they took their proceeds from selling that security, eventually, they had to convert it back at a proper exchange rate, so that was a very big handicap.
Yet London was by far the biggest market in Europe, though not as big as New York. But then New York was not as big as it subsequently became, so one would not want to exaggerate the disparity.
Brian: I had first-hand experience of the dollar premium. Doreen and I had visited Cyprus and bought a plot of land in the Valley of the Kings at Paphos. I had to pay for it through the dollar premium. Within weeks of completing the purchase the Turkish Army invaded, and the first place they bombed was…the Valley of the Kings. I immediately cancelled my purchase, citing force majeure and was able to get out of the deal, but I profited from the dollar premium. In hindsight, if only they had refused to let me off. It would have been one of my better investments.
 
Mike Hicks: Brian was never really a very good PA dealer, dealing for his personal account. I was his broker. Unfortunately, every time Brian followed a tip I would mention to him, there was always a catastrophe. It was my fault.
One evening – it was around the time of Poseidon – I suggested he bought some Canadian Eagle, shares that were really flying. I can’t remember how many he bought, but we must have paid the top mark ever for the stock, because whatever was supposed to be going on was denied overnight, all the headlines said this was a spoof, it was shameful.
Brian sent for me the following morning and gave me an earful, told me to sell his stock, so I sold it at what was the lowest mark of the year.
He has never forgiven me.
He has always said, you’ve bought for me the smallest number of shares for the biggest loss I have ever had, and we are still friends.
Mike Hines: In 1970, Brian was Bisgood Bishop’s top trader, producing 19s 2d for every £1 employed. He remained top trader, and in 1971 produced 19% of the firm’s profit. In 1972 his book made more than twice that of any other book, and 26% of the firm’s profit. He slipped in 1973, but not by much, making 22% of the firm’s profit, with a 308% return on capital.
His reputation was as the best trader we had. There’s no argument about that, and by then I was beginning to do the statistics in the back office. I was in awe of the guy who is actually making a quarter of the firm’s profits.
Brian: In 1973 all the regional exchanges around the country, in places like Birmingham, Manchester, Liverpool and Glasgow, amalgamated into the Federation of stock exchanges, and the business came down to London. That meant the regional financial brokers set up offices here. Not great timing, considering what happened next.
In 1974 I made the worst trading decision of my life. The FTSE-30 Index was heading for its lowest ever mark, below 150 would you believe. Trading was getting so bad that I thought, either we’re going over the top, or it’s a buying opportunity. I started to buy ICI shares at every 30 point drop. I bought them and bought them in batches of 50 shares, 20 shares.
Then, come that Christmas Eve, Burmah Oil subsidiary, Castrol, went bust.
I thought, Christ, it’s Armageddon!
I sold everything.
It was the bottom of the market. I was utterly, utterly wrong, and that was when Ross-Goobey, the saviour of the equity market, saved us all with the cult of the equity, when institutions started buying shares instead of bonds. BAT, British-American Tobacco, was the big one, they were all massive pension funds, Ross-Goobey was the head of that, and he was the father of the equity market. Before that, everybody had got out of equities.
I remember John Prideaux, Chairman of National Westminster Bank, on the steps of National Westminster, saying ‘we’re not bust’.
I immediately thought, ‘Christ, they’re bust!’
The value of Jaguar stock then was the equivalent of twenty Jaguar cars, that is, the whole company could be bought for the price of twenty of their cars.
Although I had been a buyer during this period before I sold everything, I had also been stockpiling in the attic – John West, Shiphams salmon, dried and tinned food. We put stuff in the attic. I buried krugerrands in the back garden. It really was serious stuff.
 
Doreen: When the market went through the floor Brian didn’t have any business at all. He didn’t get a bonus. We never had that much money back then. We never went abroad but we used to go off to Wales with the kids and I enjoyed my life being a Mum. They were privately educated in a little prep school nearby, but the fees weren’t that much.
Guy went on to Kings College, Wimbledon, but he didn’t stay there very long because it didn’t suit him; it was going through a bad period in its history. Unless you were really academic at King’s College, I came to feel they wouldn’t bother with you.
What put the knockers on it for me was, at the end of each term you got fees, and there was this enormous stationery bill at the bottom of his fees.
I said, ‘What’s that for?’
They said Guy had about 10 geometry sets.
‘What’s this 10 geometry sets?’
It turned out he liked the cases. He used to get these geometry sets from the woman who ran the stationery office there, chuck away the contents and keep the boxes for his collection!
She had it down how many geometry sets he had.
She should have got hold of me and said, ‘Look, your son has had a couple of geometry sets already this term, why does he want another one?’
Instead of that, they just put it on the bill.
I thought, I’m not having that!
So he went to Millbourne Lodge at Claygate, which entailed me doing a school run up and down the A3 at 6 o’clock at night, which was horrendous. Mark went there as well. It’s a very good school, so I had years and years of doing the school run.
 
Brian: In 1974, when the market bottomed, I was a partner at Bisgood Bishop. It was like becoming a blue button, like becoming a dealer, like becoming a Member, being a partner was really magical. I was going up through the ranks, and it was fantastic. But it meant I was in debt. Becoming a partner, because of cessations, anything I made went into my account with the firm. I was always in the red until I had made sufficient money to pay for my partnership. It didn’t matter because of the fact that I was on the ladder and I was going places.
I remember having board meetings at that period. We didn’t even know if we could afford a monthly season ticket to get to and from the City!
Or whether we even wanted to buy one.
The joke that year was that City firms were saying, do you want a turkey or a partnership?
And they had run out of turkeys.
We were that close to packing up the business. But of course, you soldier on and we came through.
 
Derek Riches, six years younger than Brian and one of the best of the equity jobbers then, was in the same situation, but at Smith Brothers. Riches says that, technically, Smiths were bankrupt six times that year, but they traded their way out of it.
Brian: Smiths were very much bigger than us. We would not have been bankrupt unless the partners had withdrawn their money, but none of us was going to do that. Bisgoods was a family affair, and Smiths wasn’t. Smiths was a very close-knit Jewish firm. They were a force to be reckoned with. I had good relations with them, particularly the Ledermann brothers. Derek Riches was probably the only Gentile there.
They didn’t give a fig about people unless they had a lot of business but they were huge traders.
The Bisgoods were much more humane people. That sounds condescending, but they were, whereas, if you went to Smiths, unless you were Jewish you probably would not have got in anyway. I don’t know how Derek got in, perhaps because he was in the office as a very young man. Usually you had to be Jewish, and they cared for their own, but they were unscrupulous about getting rid of people. That team at the top of Smiths was very close-knit.
They took huge positions, so if you had to settle up at any one stage, they could have been bust. They had to keep trading. We never had that exposure to the business. We would never have been hammered, and that’s what Derek is saying. They could have been hammered as they couldn’t comply with their bargains. We would never have had our capital exposed that much. Smith Brothers were incredibly important to the system.
Derek Riches: Smith Bros had very little capital by comparison to the really big jobbers, but was aggressive in the classic Jewish way, of competitive pricing. Smith grew its business in the sub-market, appealing to country brokers, getting keen prices. Bisgood Bishop was our main competitor, though they weren’t on the same level. The whole business on the floor of the House back then worked along the lines of Freddie and Bill. Bill the broker would have an order and he would bring it to his mate Freddie, the jobber. Not entirely Old Boys rules, but personal relationships were strong, as they were in the Establishment market. The client never lost out because they would always check the market. Bill the broker might check the market with jobbers like Bisgood, Percy Duke and Smith Bros, the prices might all be the same, but because Bill knew Freddie at Smith Bros, Freddie would get the order. I don’t think the end client lost out, because the pressure was always on the brokers to compete.
Brian: I developed my own style of trading. I think I was a bit cocky. I would go home and say, who’s been a clever boy today, then?
Doreen would ask, who’s been?
I’d say, ‘I made the most money’.
Or I’d go home and I’d say, ‘who’s number one?’ and it would be me.
I prided myself on the fact that my book was more profitable, and gaining in size every day, and this was because I went out of my way to see people. When you stand on that pitch on the floor of the Stock Exchange, and you’ve got people around you, my call sign was ‘Blue, Blue, Blue!’
I always shouted at the top of my voice, ‘blue-blue-blue!’ because I was always sending Blue Buttons to go and do things. But sometimes there is no business so you have to create business.
At 3.30 you could smoke, I was on the pitch, I had a fag in my mouth, still trading furiously and I felt just magical.
 
We had a chap called Anthony Warmington. I don’t think he was the Right Honourable, but he was terribly well-to-do. Another chap with us, Paul Carroll, was an East End spiv.
We used to stand on the pitch, and all the time you’re calling ‘blue-blue-blue’, and the blue buttons would rush over.
Anthony was a blue button, and he’d say, very politely, ‘I’m here, sir, what can I do for you?’
And I’d say, ‘Anthony, this, that and the other!’
And he’d say ‘yes!’ and rush off, despite being a heavily built bloke.
After some time Paul Carroll got authorised as a dealer, and one day he came and said he’d like a word with me. He told me that Anthony was the only blue button on the pitch who wouldn’t come to him when he called out ‘blue-blue-blue’.
‘He won’t come up, he won’t run for me,’ Paul said, ‘because he thinks I’m a toe-rag.’
I said I’d sort it out, don’t you worry, and called Anthony.
I said, ‘I just want you to understand that this firm is very much a family firm, people get to where they’re going on their ability. Everybody gets treated the same and if some are more fortunate than others in their background, so be it but once they’re here it’s a level playing field. So when young Paul Carroll calls to you as the blue button on the pitch, it doesn’t matter whether it’s a senior partner or the lowest dealer, you will go to that dealer and you will do his bidding. Do I make myself clear? If you don’t like that, you tell me now and we’ll give you a different job. But that’s what your job is and you must do it.’
‘Very well, sir, of course, of course,’ said Anthony Warmington, and he begged my pardon.
He was a very nice boy, with good manners.
The next day Paul shouts ‘blue-blue-blue’.
Anthony didn’t really want to answer it, I was watching, but he was the only blue button on the pitch so he went over.
He leaned over Paul and said, ‘yes, you snotty-nosed little individual, what do you want?’
Paul told him anyway, and Anthony ran for him.
The rest of us were in stitches.
Paul Carroll left us. It probably didn’t suit him really as he was a genuine spiv, and landed up selling time-shares in Tenerife.
I think Anthony went on to a bank of some sort.
 
G.D.Clarke was a firm of Stockjobbers, and occupied a long stretch of wall on the Floor. Every day, just before the market opened, the senior partner – who was badly incapacitated – was carried on to his pitch by waiters in a sedan chair. One of my friends worked for G.D.Clarke all his working life only to find, one day, he walked to the pitch and found the firm had gone broke, and packed up. No one thought to tell him.
 
Julian Palfreyman: As blue buttons, we had to go out daily to bring the dealers’ lunches. Brian always knew what he wanted, even down to his sandwich. It was always ham and beef on white bread with the crusts cut off, butter, horseradish, and a drink of milk.
Brian: There were never any direct media quotes from me in the 1960’s and ‘70’s. The newspapers would not have quoted me by name. They were friends with me, but I was not quotable, because I was just a dealer. They would write… ‘a dealer said’…one of the rules laid down was that we didn’t want to be quoted by name.
I don’t think there were any actual rules except the rules we made up. I would say, ‘I don’t mind saying this off the record’. That’s why I like the press, because they’ve always respected that.
I know a lot of people who’ve been upset by the press. I haven’t. They always treat me extremely well.
I think I grew Bisgood Bishop through PR. I extended our reach to a lot more people than we had before. The older partners, when I was a junior, had their share of the market and were happy to get what they got. There was no capital gains tax then, income tax was low before the Wilson government came in and they had made a lot of money with little risk.
They didn’t really want to grow the business any faster than it would grow organically.
I said, we can do this, we can do that, and we later became the USM market purely and simply because I said let’s funnel all of it into our market…
I jobbed away, but went out of my way to get to know people and the press.
Mr Shaladay of the FT, he was a great man, a market reporter. He came around every afternoon and spoke to everyone individually. He was regarded. I mean, he wrote for the FT for God’s sake. It was a prestigious thing.
Another was Tony Falshaw – the Daily Mail reporter under Patrick Sergeant – I christened him the Ferret of the financial journalists. He needed to be read, and you needed to be on the right side of him. I did get to know these journalists, and the reason my influence grew with them was that I was the only one who would speak to them.
I don’t think I gave away any trade secrets, but other traders would say, oh, Christ, if we say something to Tony Falshaw, it’ll be in the paper the next morning.
I felt the answer was, tell the journalists what you want to see there, so long as it is honest, quote, unquote. The other jobbers just closed the door on journalists.
I’ve always had the view that people who matter to our business should sit in our dealing room – the DTI, the tax people, anybody who didn’t fully understand our business but was crucial to our business – I would take them on to our floor and say, have a seat, stay with the dealer for the day.
It’s done us nothing but good.
It is not really a risk.
We’re a jobber, not a broker. We never had any information that was not in the public domain. All we did was trade. In fact, a lot of people in the market fill themselves with their own importance. They get an order, but so what? I’ve got an order for a million shares, you don’t say that when talking to reporters.
Funnily enough, though, Tony Falshawe would know. I don’t know how he knew it, but next day he’d say, yes, there was a big seller of a million shares.
Perhaps other jobbers were bloody fools, perhaps they said the wrong thing, but they closed their doors to people like Falshawe, because they were scared of what they would read in the newspapers next day. That meant Falshawe probably got his other information from stockbrokers, though I doubt many of them would speak to him.
The only time I have ever been misquoted was by a reporter on the Financial News, and then only once. In general, my relationship with the press was excellent.
It was all part of the City ambience. I would go to Lyons Long Room and Tony Falshawe would be there, others too. I wanted to get on, I wanted to grow the business, I needed to know the players, so I went out of my way to know them.
It wasn’t just the press, it was also the stockbrokers. I would go around their boxes. That really magnified itself after 1980 when I set up the USM. I got there at eight o’clock in the morning before we even opened. I was around the stock-brokers’ boxes getting their orders, before they thought about their orders themselves. I don’t think I ever sat still.
 
Richard Howell: I was with a very small firm, Levy Langner & Co, private client business. I got to know Brian because I had to deal in lots of small orders. As an example, say I had an order to sell 400 British Leyland shares. I would start with Bisgood Bishop because they were next door to our box, the small dealing offices on the Stock Exchange. I go to him and he’d say, ‘yes old boy, what can I do for you?’ He never wanted to lose a deal, however big or small. I was expected to check the rest of the market to ensure best execution. So Brian would say, British Leyland, they are 10 shillings, close to close. That meant nine shillings and eleven pence farthing bid, to ten shillings and three farthings offered. In itself, this is a pretty close price.
I would say, ‘thank you very much, Brian’, and go to walk off. In those days I probably said, ‘thank you very much, sir’.
As I walk off he says, ‘Oi, oi, don’t go yet, look, ten shillings to close’.
This meant ten shillings to ten shillings and three farthings, so he has halved his spread already and he does not know if I am a buyer or a seller.
I am still expected to check the price and as I move off for a second time he says, ‘No, no, just a minute, ten shillings to a halfpenny’.
How can I refuse? I deal.
He thanks me with alacrity as though I had done him a big favour, and he continued to deal with me like that throughout my time on the Floor. I am sure he continued to do so with all the brokers who came to him.
His attitude was, get the turnover, that’s how you make money. If you want to deal with a big order and make the full penny ha’penny turn on it, fine, you might do that once a month, you might do it once a week. But if you do every small order and make a much smaller turn, you are going to do far more business and make much more money than these guys who want to hold out for the big orders. That was Brian’s philosophy. He was very unusual. I can’t remember any other jobber in those days who did that, who wanted to be so competitive, be so punchy, to someone he knew would only have a small order. Thousands like me walked around the floor with those small orders.
 
Brian: When you’re on the Floor of the House and an announcement comes out on the screen, it might be Glaxo, there would be the figures, profits, turnover, a Chairman’s statement, so on.
What the big jobbers did was, they had a chap sitting on the phone on their pitch.
He’d say, ‘right, what do we think?’, and they would talk to their analyst in their office.
Bisgood never had an expert analyst, the big boys all had one. People crowded round Wedd Durlacher, for example, a big jobber, and the analyst would say ‘well I think in the short term it’s this and the long term it’s that’.
They went on talking for two or three minutes, with dozens of people waiting for a price, and no dealing done. Then the Durlacher jobber adjusted his price on the advice of the analyst.
I watched this pattern over a period of time. I thought, these brokers are not on our pitch, no one came to us, what do we know?
How are we going to get this business?
I thought, we can get the edge on those boys.
It occurred to me that all the people on their pitch were the spivs. The spivs were there to take a turn. They didn’t have any orders. They just watched and said, ‘that’s good’ or ‘that’s bad’, so ‘I’m buying’ or ‘I’m selling’.
I said to my boys, ‘I’ll tell you what we will do. When the figures come out, make the quickest price you can think of without being stupid, because the
first guy to deal with you will dictate what the price is going to be.’
The figures come out, say the shares were 20 to 5. You hear the figures and say to yourself, ‘bloody good figures, those, I am going to call the shares 25-30’.
The first broker on the pitch says, ‘I’ll buy 10 – that is, 10,000 shares’.
The price goes to 28-33.
If he says, I’ll sell you 10,000 shares, you think, oh Christ, they’re 20-5.
He’s cleverer than me, because he’s putting his money where his mouth is. I am interpreting what he’s saying.
I’m like a bookie, thinking, ‘all these buyers, it must be cheap, all these sellers, it must be dear’.
What happened was, when announcements were made, we made the first price, faster than the analyst.
We didn’t need to think, we just needed to be first to deal.
All the people came to our pitch, including the spivs, and they dictated the price.
As a result, we started to build up our influence.
I have to say that several senior partners at Bisgood were not very keen on that. But it grew us, and there were always people who wouldn’t subscribe to this approach, so different pitches had different approaches. But it grew my book, and that was the important thing.
Of course, with hindsight, it was not that risky.
You get the first one wrong, you get the rest right, or mostly so!
It’s simple.
Buyers or sellers.
I don’t have a ‘view’ on the stock at all.
I always think of them as apples and pears. Never get emotional about a company. People would look at these firms, and learn where the company started, how long it had been going, what it was doing, where it said it was going.
I said, it does not make any difference at all.
When you’re trading, you don’t need to know what that company does. I have always told my boys, never become emotional about a company. You’ll forget it tomorrow. These are apples and pears, and we buy them or sell them. Buyers on the left, sellers on the right, if only it was that easy.
But you must get it right seven times out of ten if you are going to win.
That’s what dealing is.
I said to the Bisgood boys when I took over as senior partner, I want to tell you how to run these books. I am not going to tell you what to do individually, but this is the way I see it. You have a certain amount of capital, and you turn that in your mind as if you are a second-hand car dealer. You say, I have 30 cars on the forecourt. Now I am there to sell those cars. What you mustn’t do is fill them up with petrol. Petrol evaporates. You put a gallon in each, and you sell it as quick as you can.
There is no overhead cost in replacing them.
That’s all you do, and keep on jobbing.
Of course, you didn’t want any positions overnight if you could possibly avoid them, holding shares which might be affected by what happened on Wall Street, and open ten pence up or down the following day. Who knows which way prices would go?
A dealer might buy something at 20 pence, then come to think he has too many.
There’s a buyer at 20 pence, so let’s deal 20-to-2, get rid of them.
You look to sell 20 thousand shares at 22 pence.
After the sale, they’re still 20-to-2, at 20 I’ll buy them, at 22 I’ll sell them.
It’s coming to the end of the day and I’ve got 100 thousand on the book.
They’re still 20-to-2, but I think, mmmmm, if I change the price they’re going to be off, so go and see our buyer at 20 and stuff him!
You offer him a hundred thousand shares at 20 pence a share. Chap says, oh I’ve got a limit there, I’ll buy 100 thousand.
The blue button comes back and says, I’ve done that, sir.
I say, OK.
They’re 18-21.
There is no buyer. I’ve stuffed the buyer.
All the other jobbers say, the buyer’s gone!
They start selling again. All of a sudden they’re 17-20, they’re 16-18…I am a happy man.
 
Julian Palfreyman: I remember the new issues, the crowd on the floor, and Brian loved to play to the gallery. He would job the new issue for the first hour, some of them went well, some of them he would end up with a hundred thousand shares on the book where you had started with ten thousand shares, and the price was below the issue price. It would come time for coffee, so Brian would snap the book shut, throw it at you, and say, get your cash down, you’ve got too many of those, and we had to go and sort it out.
 
BISGOOD BISHOP Profits, year end in April, to CNW takeover
 
	1970	£677,000	   (12 books)
	1971	£894,000	 

	1972	£2,000,000	   (estimate)
	1973	£2,093,000	 

	1974	£2,489,000	 

	1975	£1,419,000	 

	1976	£1,790,000	 

	1977	£1,603,000	 

	1978	£1,110,000	 

	1979	£2,336,000	 

	1980	£1,212,000	   (22 books)
	1981	£3,108,000	 

	1982	£3,541,000	 

	1983	£5,860,000	   (25 books)
	1984	£7,710,000	 


Brian: You could come in of a morning, and depending what you thought the news was overnight – you’ve read everything in the FT and all the leading papers that matters to the market – you would look around and see the red pencil out.
None of the dealers has even done a bargain yet, but they are knocking down prices because they’ve got stock on their book, or because they have changed their mind on the risk.
This is buying and selling…apples and pears.
And of course, when I see the red pen out, I follow it, and mark my own stock down. Unless I want to challenge the market. But others wouldn’t always deal with you. They would always restrict their size, because they’d think, oh Christ, don’t want to sell to him, he’s a buyer, and if he’s a buyer I’ll be a buyer. Same sort of thing. But you could sometimes close a position with your oppo.
Of course it works the other way when the mood is bullish.
 
Mike Hines: Brian is famous for his bollockings. Anywhere, out on the floor, anywhere. Obviously, that was established years ago when he was setting the culture, when he was in his heyday, and earlier on the Floor of the Stock Exchange, when he was running the USM books in particular, because they split into sections.
There’s the story about Brian walking in one end of the pitch, starting with the A-D section, and the guy at the other end thinking, at least I’ve got S-to-Z. By the time he gets down here he will be worn out and I will know what answers he wants.
The worst trouble with Brian’s bollockings is, most of it is after the event.
He’ll be like, ‘Try to sell them’.
Then he comes back from lunch and the market has switched and he says ‘What the f*** have you sold them for?’
You are not allowed to say, ‘You told me to sell them’.
He would say, ‘Yeah, I might have told you to sell them, but not at that price.’
When he suddenly realises that he’s actually wrong because he said something he’s forgotten about, he then denies it. I suppose that’s one of Brian’s big traits. He can think on his feet so quickly that by the time it has come out of his mouth he has changed the approach, so you think, ‘did he say that?’
That’s part of his brain-power, to be able to bullshit his way out of anything.
I have seen him in meetings, he’s been there, and we’ve gone into a room, and when we’ve come out I have said to him, you didn’t know who those people were, did you, when we walked in? And he’s said, no. He just didn’t know who the people were, what the subject was, anything. But the people there wouldn’t even dream that this was happening. They would think he had done his homework and all the rest of it. All he would do is move it on to a subject that he understands. He moves the agenda on to anything he likes, on to what he wants to talk about, if he’s struggling.
Brian: Anyone will tell you that the first man in their box at Bisgood in the morning on the old Floor was Winterflood. Other jobbers also went to the boxes but they were gathering information rather than doing business. Occasionally I got in there before markets opened, and I was arranging bargains – I’ll buy those, I’ll sell those – and of course, you weren’t allowed to do that before the book opened at 9 o’clock because it was the first day of trading in a new stock.
But I had all these bargains, and I got back on the pitch and said, right book all these bargains, but don’t do it until 9 o’clock.
I nearly came unstuck.
Talk about fate. I’ve had one or two lucky breaks, this was one of them. I was away for the issue of Stanley Gibbons, the stamp dealer. That was a big issue, and there was a lot of contention about it, and believe me I would have been around with fifty bargains before the off. This was the grey market, if you like. That was my style, that’s what I did. But I was on holiday, and thank God I was because the issue was withdrawn before dealing started because there was some skulduggery.
There was nothing illegal about putting business together before the off. It was all subject to dealing being granted. But of course, most people wanted to wait in case they got it wrong.
Had I been there I would have been upstairs, I would have had all this business done before the off.
Thank God, I wasn’t there.
I am also making the point that, because I wasn’t there, nobody else did it.
Nobody at all!
 
There was a period in October, 1977, when we considered a merger with one of the ‘Big Four’ jobbers on the Stock Exchange, Smith Brothers. It was a deal seen as making the joint firms worth £2.75 million, and there was a majority within the partners of both firms for the merger to go ahead. But it was referred to the Monopolies Commission, which sat on it for four months while civil servants mulled it over. When they finally said the deal could go ahead, conditions had changed.
‘The basic logic of the deal is still the same,’ said Smith Chairman Tony Lewis, on March 8, 1978, ‘but the circumstances have changed for both of us.’
Ed Puxley, Bisgood MD commented: ‘Good jobbers tend to be individualists, and over the past week it has become obvious that there were factions within both firms which were unhappy about the deal’.
You guess which side I was on through these talks.
Thank God we never went ahead with it.
Imagine throwing away our identity for a piddling £2.75 million!
 
 

11 - The Unlisted Securities Market
 
 
 
The Unlisted Securities Market – USM – was set up in November, 1980. Before the USM, small unquoted companies could trade under an informal arrangement for matching bargains under the 535(2) Rule. Bucket Shops, under the wing of the Department of Trade and Industry and not the London Stock Exchange, threatened to grow into a secondary market in its own right with no protection for investors, so the USM was established:
	To rationalise the situation.

	To stimulate the ailing new issues market.

USM shares traded in the Stock Exchange in the same way as on the main market, subject to the same regulations. The shares were ‘unlisted’ only in that they had not been admitted to a full listing on the main market. The Stock Exchange had two tiers of trading, and the USM was the second tier.
The USM relaxed tough entry requirements and reduced the costs of a full listing.
To qualify for the USM, a company needed only to:
	Demonstrate a 2-yr trading record as opposed to the 3-year record of a full listing.

	Prepare a shortened financial record in the prospectus instead of a full-scale accountant’s report.

	Sell off a minimum of 10% of its capital as opposed to 25% in the main market.

	Have a sponsor, forerunner of today’s Nomads.

The USM catered for mainly hi-tech companies to begin with, comparatively small companies at the early stage of development, with plans for expansion. By the end of January, 1987, shares in five hundred companies were traded on the USM.
Brian: At Bisgood we had jobbed along for years, we didn’t have any new tricks up our sleeves. We had nothing to grow and we were always on the fringes of the big jobbers who had the main business. There was no real market in the shares of small cap companies. For small companies a lot of business was going on outside the Stock Exchange, known as Over The Counter – OTC. I knew Tom Wilmot of Harvard Securities pretty well, the big home of the OTC.
You had to get to know him.
This was the guy who, along with outside brokers, was denying us business because of Stock Exchange rules.
It was not really robbery although it felt that way to me.
The Department of Trade and Industry was running the OTC, not the Stock Exchange, and OTC traders just got a licence and looked to trade.
It was very slack and relaxed. Various firms operated in this outside market. Harvard was the biggest, but Dawney Day and Prior Harwin also ran a still lower market called “The Pink Sheet” where you matched bargains.
These were all unquoted shares so they weren’t regulated.
I kept complaining loudly, saying this is ridiculous, we’re losing all this business to outsiders, this is business that should be coming to the Stock Market.
These were all unquoted shares so they weren’t regulated.
 
Carol Leonard: As a journalist doing stock market reports, trades going through, lines of stock going through the market, I used to ring Brian up. I went to him because he was such a player in the market. He knew everything, he knew absolutely everybody, he was always the supreme professional, and he knew his business inside-out.
He’s not afraid of anyone.
He had that discipline, he would say anything to anyone, not in a hurtful way, but whether they would want to hear it or not. He’s very straight-forward, he’s a curious mix, actually, in terms of introvert/ extrovert, he’s not an out and out extrovert, he controls that, and yet he’s very confident and comfortable in company and in social situations. And yet he is very disciplined. He doesn’t like swearing, particularly he doesn’t like hearing swearing with women around, and you can see it. There’s an element of volatility there which was, perhaps, in his father, but he refuses to let that genie out of the bottle, the discipline says, no, I will not be like that.
 
Brian: At Bisgood we were the small jobber. The rest of the jobbers were much, much bigger than us. They did huge business, and while we dealt in everything, we only dealt in small sizes, we did not do the big stuff. We might deal a hundred times in 500 shares, where Smith Brothers would be dealing ten times in 5,000. They had much more capital than us, we didn’t expose ourselves.
OTC trading was ripping off the public, and OTC dealers were taking trade from us at the retail end of the business, that is, directly with the public.
People were being ripped off left, right and centre.
My argument was, why shouldn’t we get this business in the Stock Exchange itself and conduct it honestly, making a real two-way market, a buying price as well as a selling price?
The momentum of this dissent grew, a strong dissatisfaction with having an outside market controlled or allowed by the DTI, and not the Stock Exchange itself.
I fuelled this dissent by complaining very loudly all the time to anybody who listened.
My whingeing may have had a political effect, because I was making all sorts of noises asking, why should this go on?
It wasn’t just me whingeing. Stockbrokers were losing business.
Tom Wilmot had a policy with his dealers that, when they did an issue, they issued, say, a million shares at ten pence. People would subscribe to buy them, the demand for these shares made its way into the newspapers, which almost by definition gives it a sign of approval.
Of course there would be some semblance of a two-way price until it was tested.
Tom would motivate his dealers by saying, I don’t want you to buy stock.
You are only here to sell stock.
Can you imagine? You’re only here to sell stock!
This was a terrible rip-off.
Say you have some shares in the allocation at 10p, and you want to sell the shares, they’re still 8-10. You bought at 10, they’re still 8-10. Tom would say to his dealers, you’re only here to sell.
Anyone who buys this stock, your bonus will suffer.
Of course, from time to time they would deal both ways, if only to keep the newspapers happy. Terrible.
 
Carol Leonard: Brian was absolutely one of the most important figures in the formation of the USM. I should think he pretty much dictated how that whole market was created, and how it operated. He must have been the most influential voice in all that, because I would have trusted his judgement on any of those debates more than anyone else. He worked his turf so hard, he was dominant, he was Mr USM.
In the big picture, the whole of the 1980’s, the Thatcher years, Brian was hugely important to the development of capitalism for small companies. There was a big gap in the operating of the London financial markets, a big query over development capital, compared to equity markets now. There was nothing until the USM and now we’ve got the AIM market, and it’s all evolved out of it. Nobody wanted to trade in small stocks.
Brian could see there was a huge need, and the importance of this to UK PLC cannot be underestimated.
I am sure the USM would probably not have happened without Brian. I think he was that important. I think the Bank of England at the time, and the Treasury, probably thought Brian was a complete pain, because he wouldn’t give up. He was incredibly tenacious. He would find a way through it, he would prick their consciences, they would know he was right, he would tell them what they didn’t want to hear, and he would keep telling it to them. He was bloody-minded. It’s that discipline coming through, a relentless discipline. He believes he’s right, he would have been right and he would have kept on until it happened.
Brian: OTC traders operated out of what were called bucket shops, and this sort of thing is still being done today. They are now called boiler rooms. You get cold calls from Holland or the USA, and they sound like a great deal but they are not a great deal at all.
Tom Wilmot was doing that in the late 1970’s. He was a scallywag, he really was, making a huge amount of money. It was a dodgy operation, and they were allowed to get away with it by the DTI.
It was Caveat Emptor, Buyer Beware, plain and simple.
Small shareholders really got stuffed. Small companies themselves might get something out of it, i.e. equity (cash), yet I remember they did one issue of shares OTC, and the expense of that issue was nearly as much as they raised in the placing!
Of course some cash was raised for small companies but shareholders suffered dreadfully. Still there’s nothing that greed and avarice won’t overcome and even today with all the warnings from every angle people still want something for nothing and lose millions.
Judi Bevan: I suppose other jobbers were aggressive, but I think Brian was more focussed than other jobbers. He played the long game, creating a client base, talking to journalists. He’s a brilliant networker. He always had his eye on the slightly longer game, whether he actually knew that – I think he did – his approach was more strategic. He didn’t hang around getting drunk. He took people to lunch, he networked quite seriously.
In the early 80’s there was this big burgeoning of small companies, totally a liberation, and a lot of those small companies are now a vast part of bigger companies. Very big companies like WPP, or Carlton Communications, started on the USM.
I don’t think they could have existed or grown without it.
I remember a spivvy little broker saying to me, ‘Judi, you should make your speciality the USM, because it’s going to be big.’ I have to say I was not that interested. I think there were other people around who saw the potential of the USM as something that was going to make a lot of money for buyers, for market makers, for brokers. It was fuelled by the businesses themselves, by the companies. The creation of the USM was a great stroke, very good for small companies. Up until then they were all quoted under funny little listings, Over The Counter (OTC), Tom Wilmot, spivs, terrible spivs. The USM was a way of regularising it and bringing it into the official Stock Exchange, making it legitimate. Because it had become all far too spivvy, the way it was going. But I think the market was fuelled by the companies and the entrepreneurial spring.
I think the USM would have occurred anyway, that entrepreneurial forces would have won through. The creation of the USM was a key matter, but it was a reaction to what was happening, the spivvy trading on the OTC.
Brian: I hankered to get all the business being done outside the Market, into the Market. Anybody who had any initiative in this matter, they were my allies, and quite a few of us got together.
A big meeting was held, and a committee was put in place by Harold Wilson – of all people – and the committee said OTC dealing should not go on like this. It was dangerous. Harold Wilson wasn’t Prime Minister, he had retired from that job then, this was in 1978, but he chaired the meeting to create the USM.
It is ironic that a socialist ex-Prime Minister brought this to a head with his committee, saying this has got to stop, and these companies must come under the umbrella of a regulated exchange.
 
Getting a new market, the Unlisted Securities Market, the USM in 1980, meant that companies could come into the Stock Exchange under a set of rules which were nowhere near as tough as a full listing. You had to have Sponsors – they call them NOMADS today, NOMinated ADvisers – but then it was a Sponsor. You had to have a report on the company’s accounts but it wasn’t a full accountant’s report. If you fulfilled some simple requirements, you could get on to the Exchange and get a quote, though for taxation purposes, these companies were considered unquoted.
There was a huge demand and the market grew like Topsy.
I looked at this Unlisted Securities Market and said, right, we’ll deal in all USM stocks, and this was the reason we got the crown.
 
David Codd: Initially, when we first discussed it at Bisgood, Brian was not going to do the deal in USM stocks. Someone else’s name came up to run the USM, and then Brian decided he would do it. We didn’t know how the USM was going to develop, so did we really want to put Brian, our best dealer, in charge of something that may not be successful? At the time, the view was, well, it’s a new venture, but how successful is this new venture going to be? Do we want to tie up Brian in that? Shouldn’t someone else do it within the organisation? But after a lot of discussion, Brian said, no, I think I’ll do it, and that was it, Brian took it.
That was the key to the whole way it went.
 
Brian: The first issue was an insurance company, say, so we take it up and trade it, make a buying and selling price in it. Wedd Durlacher, a much bigger jobber than us, also take it up because they deal in insurance, and Pulley & Co, and Pinchin take it up, because they deal in insurance.
The next issue that comes to the market is a mining company. We take it up because it’s a USM. Wedd Durlacher take up it because they deal in mines. Pinchin, and Pulley & Co don’t take it up, because neither deal in mines.
The next one comes in to the USM, motor distributors, we take it up because it’s a USM, but among the other jobbers, only those dealing in motor distributors take it up.
In the end I said to the rest of the City, you don’t have to worry, boys, with USM deals, we deal in everything on the USM. You will always get a price from us, so everybody came to us. If they wanted an opinion, we knew all those USM stocks because we dealt in them. Life was made easier and faster for the broker.
 
Lawrence Marsh: Brian made himself available to meet people, to talk to people, to network. He did that with great success and that created a brand, Winterflood, and it’s the brand we are trading with today, all these years later. I am just one of the team that helped him. Brian would say, I am going to see this company tomorrow, fill me in. He doesn’t want two pages. He wants the salient points. What’s important? Who’s the chairman? What’s he like? What’s his background? What does the company do? What do I need to know? And then he’d memorise that and go off. He’s very much an instantaneous man.
Brian: Why didn’t other jobbers do the same thing?
You tell me.
Why did nobody change when we had Big Bang? Why was I the only one to remain a jobber?
Why didn’t they follow me?
Isn’t it funny? They don’t always follow the leader.
It goes on for a few years, and they think, oh Crikey, it’s too late now.
 
Carol Leonard: Other jobbers thought it was not the smart place to be. The USM wasn’t where the big money was. If it wasn’t the biggest deals, the other jobbers didn’t want to know. Brian saw the gap in the market, and it was a huge gap. I remember journalists writing stories saying there is no development capital, and where do companies get their funding from? How do they grow, how do you have enterprise, compared to what was available in American financial markets? It was a big chunk missing – a gap in the market is understating it – and Brian filled it.
Brian: It was a very exciting period. Markets seem to me to be the one place where value is created, in the most primitive way, instantly, i.e. trading. It is not the most difficult thing in the world, really, though I admit you have to know your market and your product in depth.
Those brokers who dealt in millions of pounds and millions of shares were basically institutional traders, they were not particularly interested in retail markets, the small trades. We were a lot smaller and with far less capital than, say, Wedd Durlacher. We found a niche in the market, and so the USM grew.
We started with ten stocks, and went up exponentially over a short period of time.
We dealt in everything, but we were retail, we were not wholesale, dealing with pension funds. Actually there was no institutional demand for quite a while.
We put the USM under one umbrella, created a funnel, everybody came to us because they didn’t know what the stock was, they didn’t know if it made ball bearings or was a fruit company. We did.
The research was easy enough to do. As soon as the news broke of a new company coming to the USM, an IPO – an Initial Public Offering – you read what the company did, you saw what they were floating at, you saw the price/ earnings ratio, you saw the yield. There was nothing hard about discovering that. We had Moody’s cards, statistics.
A stockbroker would be asked by his private client to buy shares in, say, High Jax.
He would say, what’s that then? He has never heard of High Jax.
He didn’t know which sector of the market it was in – electricals, industrial, media, whatever – but instead of going around to ask every Tom, Dick and Harry, he’d say, ah, it’s a USM stock, we’ll go and talk to Bisgood.
He calls us and says, High Jax, can you tell me about it?
We say, ‘High Jax? Yes, they come to the market in a fortnight’s time, their price/earnings ratio is such and such, yield is so and so, they trade in communication satellites’…end of story’.
Who gets the business?
We do, because we tell the broker which saves him time and makes him look good to his clients.
This was called ‘going to the market for a price and opinion,’ quite obviously you picked out the relevant parts you needed but paid little attention to the jobber’s opinion (unless you know him well and trusted him) because, of course, he could be talking his book, i.e. if he is a bull of them (lots on the Book) he’d start opinion in favour of buying them and vice versa.
Along with the squirts’ guide – indicating which jobbers dealt in which stocks, the equivalent to Winterflood’s Green Book today – these were two essentials for any young blue button or dealer.
 
David Codd: You cannot say that the USM would not have succeeded without Brian Winterflood. Maybe someone else would have done it. On the other hand, Brian actually did it, so there wasn’t an opportunity for anyone else, because he was so good at it. Brian became well known throughout the industry, not just the City.
He became a name.
That’s not to say that if Brian Winterflood hadn’t done it, Joe Bloggs might have done it. But all the Joe Bloggs out there, they were not interested. The professionals, people at senior levels in other companies, were not interested in this market. If they had been, and one of those had decided to do it, Brian probably would not have got a look in. If one of the heads of the big jobbing firms had decided they were going to trade USM stocks, I am certain he would have got support from the rest of the market, rather than Brian. Or one or two of the other big firms might have thought, hang on, are we missing out here? But they didn’t.
They told Brian, we’re not interested in you, you are small, we’re big, we’re only interested in the FTSE stocks, that attitude, do what you like with smaller companies, don’t bother us with that.
Brian: The USM was rather sniffed at, in as much as other jobbers were saying, I don’t want to be associated with this type of business. That’s one reason no one followed us. They were afraid of the risk.
Yet it was not as if we were taking a complete and utter flyer. We were staking our money, but it was reputational risk which was what is most worrying about life in the City. You can always get money back, but losing a reputation for integrity is almost inevitably fatal. Reputational risk is all I have ever feared, but I think my reputation is all right, so that’s fine. You can manage other risk.
 
Terence O’Hearn, 93, father of the House: ‘Inside the Market Brian Winterflood had a very good reputation. He didn’t lie, for a start. He always spoke the truth. Some of the jobbers did lie, and did mislead. Brian didn’t mislead people, like some of them did. I was a broker, and I found that when I asked him a price, he would speak the truth. If he thought the company being dealt was a wrong ‘un, he’d tell you. He took an interest in the small companies he dealt in. He didn’t just trade with them and take the initial profit from them arriving in the market. He didn’t deal in any company unless he knew the directors and what was going on.’
Brian: Some of the companies that would come to the USM were distinctly dodgy. In many instances they did not actually get to the Market. They were withdrawn at the last minute, often because of what we had to say about them.
As we grew in stature, we affected such companies by saying we wouldn’t deal in their shares. I had said, on the record, that we would deal in every USM stock, so when I then said, we’re not dealing in that one, I had broken my word. But at the same time, there had to be a reason I was not doing it. We stopped some very nasty companies coming to the Stock Exchange.
We would never say anything nasty to the company itself, but always to that company’s broker. We were never sponsors. The broker brought the company in, as the company’s sponsor, and tried to sell it to us. They came with a set of figures, a game plan, a business plan, they show us, we read it through. We ask questions, ask the advisers about the company, checking as much as we can. If we think it is definitely fraudulent, or if we don’t understand a lot of it and we suspect something, we tell the broker about our worries.
He will then go off and find the answers, and come back and discuss it with us. We still had the right to say, sorry, we don’t want to know.
This would affect all the other brokers, as well as the sponsoring broker. The other brokers would say, Bisgood is not trading the shares, so what’s wrong with the company? We’d just say that we didn’t want to play in that one.
Then they wouldn’t play either.
This gave us a certain amount of power. If you’re trying a bit harder than the other guy, they’ll give you the business. If the other guy is idle, and if you can give a broker the answers and they look good to their clients, who are the brokers going to give the business to?
That’s life, isn’t it? It’s like that all the time.
At Bisgood when the USM was booming, it always paid to be on the ball. It enhanced our reputation, and it singled us out as the USM market.
I became known as Mr USM. I think I was crowned Mr. USM by the Financial Editor of the Daily Express, Mr. Stephen Khan. He was very positive about smaller companies and championed the USM Market. On one occasion, a birthday of the launch of the USM, he headlined it “Brian’s Birthday”.
The newspapers were always writing us up for that reason. It was good, even fantastic, for the firm of Bisgood Bishop. Actually it took a long time before anybody really paid much attention to us because they were small companies that we were experts on, tu’penny ha’penny companies, but they were seed corn to bigger companies. And of course the Government liked it because these small companies were where much-needed jobs were created.
Judi Bevan: I used to see Brian in the Long Room, where all the boys on the Stock Exchange Floor gathered, I used to see him with all the rogues and spivs. Jobbers didn’t socialise with jobbers, they socialised with brokers, because they did business with brokers. Brokers were their clients. Jobbers were their competitors. There were only five main jobbers in those days, so they were quite competitive.
I remember saying to somebody, a guy called Michael Grey at Wedd Durlacher, ‘do you know Brian Winterflood?’
And he gave me a very cold stare and said, ’he’s another jobber, isn’t he?’ as if, ‘why would I want to speak to him?’
Brian was always energetic, very sparky, having a glass of champagne in the Long Room or one of those bars behind the Stock Exchange.
He was good fun, but you could always tell, he’s got very hard eyes. You could tell there was a streak of ambition and ruthlessness in him that set him aside from the rest of the crowd. Although he was friendly, one always felt it was friendliness for a purpose, which was, to do business. Brian wasn’t in it to be sociable like a lot of people in the market. A lot were there to have fun, earn a living, and get drunk at lunchtime, because those were the days when you could. This is early 1980s, just when the Thatcher bull market was getting underway. She came into power in 1979, we had the recession, and this was 1983/85. They were magical days in the Long Room, it was Lyons opposite the Stock Exchange, where there was a long room and a short room and a big restaurant in between.
You could tell what the Market was like from the noise volume in the Long Room. If it was all high and bubbly and people chatting, you knew that the Market was up, and if it was flat and flatter you knew that the Market was down or not doing anything. You could just feel it. There was a real sense of the Market in those days, and Brian was a character in it. He wasn’t somebody who would hang around all lunch time. He’d zap in, have his glass of champagne, zap out again, or take a glass and have lunch there. He was a great luncher.’
Richard Meaney: I came into the Stock Exchange through a family friend, Bob Wade, who Brian doesn’t speak to now. My father was a black cab driver Bob Wade played football with. After the game, when they were short of people behind the bar, I knew that 8 bottles of Pils came at 74p each, and that was £5.92, and Bob Wade said, that was exceptionally quick, would you like to come and work for me?
University didn’t appeal to me at all. I actually left Grammar School halfway through my A-Levels because Bob offered me that job, a chance to come to the Stock Market, which was pretty much what I wanted to do anyway. I came in as a settlements clerk when I was 16 and a half. I always intended to be a blue button, but you used to spend a year in the back office learning the processes beforehand. I was 17 when County NatWest took over Bisgood, and my first assignment was on the pitch with Mark Potashnik. I was one of the Blue, Blue, Blue’s Brian Winterflood used to call for, on the breweries pitch right opposite the USM. There was no place to hide when he shouted.
For me, he was scary. As a 17 year old boy, coming to the Stock Market, Brian was a well-established man. I was quite terrified when I saw him. In those days it was a very respectful culture anyway, so you always had some sort of awe and respect for your dealers. But Brian Winterflood was Mr USM, and he was such a well-known face in the market. Whatever you did for him, you really didn’t want to muck it up. It was a good fear, if you like, that’s what I would say. He dished out some good bollockings over the years to people. I was never the victim of one of those, not until I had become a dealer myself, and then I was a frequent victim. I saw him tear people off a strip or two.
Stephen Lewis: Before the USM, the problem with the OTC market was that no serious investor would venture into it, because it was full of rogues who ripped off any new face that came on the scene. It was a very closed world.
There were certain vested interests that were happy to see the continuation of the OTC market, provided that they could defend that position. The problem was that in the general mood of reform in the early 1980s, when the Stock Exchange was preparing for Big Bang changes, the old fashioned ways of doing business were no longer seen as being viable, or even honest. The UK was preparing its markets to be one of the premier stock exchanges in the world, which it has since become, and if markets such as the OTC market continued to operate, that was less likely to have happened.
I think Mrs Thatcher had a strategy to develop London as a financial centre. If she didn’t, then her Government did. She probably spent about three minutes a day thinking about the matter, but that was the Government strategy.
Brian Winterflood was aware of the way in which the times were changing. I think he sniffed the air, and said, here was an opportunity, because the Government was seeking to remodel the markets, and to facilitate the development of a new market like the USM.
Brian was dominant in the USM because he had a strategy, which was to cover the whole waterfront. It was a smart thing to do, but a big risk to take. If you go back and look at the newspapers at the time, you will find that the majority of them did not give much chance of the USM surviving. The majority of participants of the markets in those days shied away from the challenge. I dare say that Brian felt that things were moving in favour of opening up fresh channels of capital to business, and to that extent, he was more far-seeing than the majority of people who just went along with the general view.
Judy Bevan: I think Brian is inherently quite a cautious person, although he obviously took a big risk in going hell for leather with the USM, and the smaller stocks. He saw the smaller stocks as a way of bringing together a very fragmented market and making it his speciality, and hit the home run. It happened to be the time when it was all going on. He was dealing in stocks which the other market-makers were not very interested in.
So, he’s clever.
Others did not join him because it was hard work. Brian always ran a tight ship. He had this thing that the phone mustn’t ring more than twice before it’s answered. He kept a tight rein on the costs, on the staffing, and worked his guys hard. I am not saying they didn’t work hard anywhere else, but with Brian it was hard work and it was new territory. I think that’s why other people didn’t want to do it. At Bisgood Bishop, he was always the smallest jobber, the smallest or the second smallest and therefore he always had to take the crumbs from the table. He was used to the crumbs, he was used to the smaller stocks. I think really it was a combination of strategy and luck. He was there at the right time. Others didn’t do it because they were making a pretty good living dealing in the bigger stocks.
One only saw flashes of the darker side. I remember the first time I met him, somebody crossed him, and he came right back, very aggressive. He could be quite aggressive in conversation. You’d see that really hard look. Doreen is the one who talks about his dark side. She is remarkably honest about him, about how nasty he can be. I never saw the dark side, but it was evident it was there, from flashes.
Brian: This was the period of the asset-strippers, of Vavasseur, John Bentley, and people like that. What asset-strippers did, particularly John Bentley in Vavasseur, was look at companies, see which widget the company was selling, and they would buy the company dirt cheap, before it was on the Exchange. They would buy the rights to the widget, sack the people, claim it was rationalisation, sell the widget and make a lot of money.
They were asset-strippers, not much different to private equity today, only private equity today is on a scale a thousand-fold bigger. They buy something, massage it up, and flog it back to the Exchange. People in private equity these days take companies off the Exchange, re-structure and change management for five years, run up huge debts that they lumber companies with, then sell it back to the people who sold it to them in the first place, generally pension funds, all aided and abetted by the tax system.
It’s incredible, the returns they gain beggar belief!
There’s an enormous amount of debt out there, vast, you cannot imagine the debt. If it was to collapse tomorrow, it would be like the pyramids disintegrating. The gearing is fantastic, but as long as all the balls remain in the air, that’s fine.
 
It’s like the Hedge Funds. They are staffed by all these smart boys – and they are smart, really clever boys – they have proved their worth with big outfits like Kleinworts or Goldmans or Citibank. There they have a huge balance sheet to play with, they make their reputations as the ace dealer with Kleinworts and the bulge-bracket American Houses. Then they want to start a Hedge Fund. They go out, and because of their reputation made with Kleinworts or Goldman Sachs’ money, they can take in a hundred million pounds.
Not only are they taking your money, they then charge you 2% commission, and 20% of anything they make!
Where is the risk?
It’s your risk.
It’s your money, yes, they can make huge returns, but if it goes wrong, you’re the loser, not them.
Extraordinary. It is capitalism gone mad. It creates lots of jobs, it creates lots of wealth, but it boggles the mind.
Is it capitalism gone mad?
All booms come to an end. There are cycles. It’s a bit like pandemic flu. Why should we worry about pandemic flu, but as sure as eggs is eggs, it will happen sometime, and we’re all preparing for it, you have to and we’re all spending fortunes being prepared for it. Remember what the City spent on the Millennium cross-over, the infamous Y2K? Hundreds of millions, and the only beneficiaries were the IT boys…how come nobody saw that was a con? Perhaps this extraordinary form of leveraging will come to a sticky end.
 
Terence O’Hearn: I did business with Brian when he broke away from dealing in the main market because he realised that there was more money making markets in smaller stocks than there was in large stocks. Large cap companies are influenced by Wall Street, Paris and the rest of it. I dealt with Brian in small stocks, whenever possible. He became the only real dealer in certain stocks, but he didn’t take people for a ride. He always told them what was going on, and he always made them a price. That’s where he scored. It turned out he was right in doing so.
Other people didn’t like dealing in USM stocks. What used to happen, sponsoring firms would deal with small stocks, to bring them to the market, where they would make an initial profit. After that, even though they had sponsored the launch, they didn’t want to know. The small caps were abandoned. Brian rescued them, just by making a two-way price.
He always made a price. If he didn’t make a price, that stock wasn’t traded. So he had the power of life or death over small companies. If he decided he didn’t like a company, and he didn’t make a market in that company, that company was finished. The companies had to play ball with him all the time.
On the other hand, those companies that came to the market, and then grew on the USM and some of them graduated to the main Market, they would not have grown without him.
Brian: The story of the USM was that it grew and grew. There were hundreds of rags to riches stories like Anita Roddick, she started on the USM. She was brought there by Broderick Munroe Wilson. A real spiv, wonderful chap, but a spiv, a pukkha spiv. He’s been on television as a cad. He ran a small boutique, a bit like Tom Wilmot, but he mixed in the right circles. He brought Anita Roddick’s Body Shop to the market, because she didn’t know anybody else. It was probably in the same circles as Munroe Wilson that she met some of the lah-de-dahs and well-to-do’s, and Brod was there.
He told a good story.
I love Brod, he’s a great boy, he was one of the jump jockeys over the sticks for many years, he has been married many times.
Body Shop was one of the good USM companies. That lovely girl running the Pineapple Studios, Debbie Moore, she came to the USM. Then there’s Mrs Smiths Cookies! Making chocolate cookies from America. Rags to riches, and sometimes back to rags again, and many millionaires created, paper millionaires, some of them actually cashed in, did all right. Many of their companies got taken over, some went up to the fully-listed market.
And the good thing was, as the USM prospered, bucket shops were dropping by the wayside because we took so much of the business. That is what we wanted and as a result of the success of the USM, the Stock Exchange got more and more interested.
It was still an unregulated market, it was called the Unlisted Securities Market, and it had a limited audience of shareholders. Because it was deemed unlisted, many of the big institutions could not invest in USM stock, their rules prevented them because the securities were unlisted. The Stock Exchange did take an interest and started to regulate it, keep an eye on it…they were doing this because there was so much business being done, and it was all going on now inside the Stock Exchange, albeit it was deemed unlisted.
Calling it an Unlisted Securities Market was misleading, because the shares were listed, but on a different basis to a fully-listed company. The Stock Exchange got a fee for listing USM stocks, but USM companies paid a lot less money than listed companies for their status on the Market. People started to think, someone’s making a lot of money out there and the Institutions are not making anything.
The first chap to take it up was an ex-Cabinet Minister, Geoffrey Rippon, Chairman of Britannia Investments. He went offshore to Jersey and set up a USM fund so they could deal in USM stock, because they could not deal in USM stocks in the main market in London. And of course every other bugger followed them, they all set up these funds, and the market grew exponentially. It was fantastic.
On the launch of a USM company, I reproduced a cardboard cut-out in which you could slip a page, a record of the first day’s dealing of their stock. It would say ‘Congratulations, welcome to the USM, these are the opening bargains on your first day’. We took out the names of buyers and sellers – just to protect the innocent – but the cardboard cut-out showed the amount of stock bought and sold at various prices, a record of the opening day of trading on the Stock Exchange. I suppose, if they bothered, they could work out how much we had made or lost, but only on that page.
In boardrooms of smaller companies up and down the country, you will find those cut-outs still. Every time we had a company launch, we would take a few people down to the Floor, then on to our smaller dealing box – most firms had their own dealing box under the Stock Exchange Floor – we gave them a glass of champagne, congratulated them on coming to the Market, and presented them with a record of their first day’s dealings.
I did not do that because I had a sharp PR company. We have always tended to do our own thing and do not waste money out-sourcing PR.
 
Julian Palfreyman: I remember on the day of a new issue Brian would invite the directors of the company being floated to come on to the market floor at 9.30 and see the crowds and the trading. It was always exciting, especially for someone who didn’t work there, and Brian was pretty bad with names. This young guy came up with his company which had just been floated, and Brian said hello, pleased to meet you.
The young guy said, actually, you’ve met me before.
Brian said, I don’t remember that, when was that?
The guy said, I used to be a blue button with Laing and Cruickshank a few years ago.
Brian, being charming, said, oh really?
The guy said, yes and you used to tell me to f**k off every day.
Brian smoothed it off, but that was him.
A combination of charm and terror.
 
Stephen Lewis: Small and medium companies, the main generators of employment in the economy, are also the main generators of economic growth in GDP terms, and with the USM these could more easily grow. There is that tricky transition from being a company that employs two hundred people, to a company that employs, say, three thousand people. In order to get to that size, it is important to bring in outside capital.
Prior to the development of the USM market, the only source of outside capital was from the banks, through bank loans. But these loans are fixed in terms of interest payments that have to be made, and there’s no risk for the banks because they have first call on any assets that the company has if it gets into trouble. And that means that the proprietor of such a company, taking on bank loans in large quantities, will be putting his business at risk.
Brian: Hundreds of companies were coming to the market, and they all wanted us on board. It was a wonderful time. I went to all the presentations, made sure we were there and seen. We wanted that market, and we wanted to be onside with the companies. There was a lot of social life, not only during working hours, but going to all these things after hours.
Again, I never saw any other jobber there.
They never went, so they didn’t deserve to win, did they? Other jobbers already had a good business, so they weren’t really worried. Back then it was your capital, so it depended how much you wanted to stretch yourself.
It was a bit like being in the insurance market in Lloyds, you were down for it personally if there were losses.
The USM suited us very well. We became the market and we made money on it, it was a very big part of Bisgood Bishop, generating profits of 30 to 40 percent. As a percentage of the market shares dealt in USM, we went up to 75%. I think there were occasions when we dealt even more than that. It was amazing.
And it was fun.
I was the happiest person in the City, bursting at the seams.
Things, though, occasionally go wrong. Sometimes I would cut losses, have to weather the storm. We were dealing in a thousand stocks, there may be 30 stocks that went to nothing, became worthless, and we may still have been on board. We never shied away from always making a price all the way down. If, in fact, they eventually went bust, our book had been jobbed down so the losses were negligible. I always said that, if you get seven out of ten right, you’re overjoyed. We used to get eight out of ten right, so we could forget the losses.
 
Stephen Lewis: You should see the USM as the forerunner of AIM, and AIM is now the market which is attracting all the Russian, Chinese and Indian companies to London. If there had not been a USM there would not have been an AIM, and if there were no AIM, then London would now not be figuring as the international financial centre for share trading.
Some of the companies in AIM are very big, and the ambition of many AIM companies is to graduate to the full list, and some of them do. But I think that, because there are so many new companies now wanting a London quote, that the numbers on AIM will rise very sharply, because the numbers coming in greatly exceed the numbers graduating to a full listing.
Brian Winterflood brought a swashbuckling style to this market.
Somebody else might have done the job he did, but nobody else had his style. Whether that would have been a better or worse situation, who can tell? You might have had some boring public-school type doing this, and then we would have a very different market.
You could also say that he was in harmony with the instincts with that kind of investors, those that liked to trade in these second-division stocks. The people who are investing in AIM nowadays are not necessarily small. These days it’s largely hedge funds, who like it because you can buy a stock that can go from five pence to 20 pounds in the space of a month, whereas that doesn’t happen on the first-division Stock Exchange. The only other markets where that can happen would be places like Shanghai.
Brian: One of the characters I dealt with then was an American called Joe Pignatelli, the nearest I feel I got to a character from ‘The Godfather’, after a broker asked me if I would entertain him on the Floor of the House. Joe, an American, turned up in cowboy boots, light coloured clothing and a 10-gallon hat. There was a dress code and Joe did not fit it; everyone would have shouted ‘fourteen hundred!’ – stranger on the Floor! – and dealing would have come to a halt had he been allowed on the Floor.
I told Joe that non-members were not allowed on the floor of the Stock Exchange and took him to the public gallery, then suggested I could take him to our dealing box with lunch afterwards in our office. He was delighted, larger than life and I liked him.
I asked him how he had started in life. His reply beggars belief.
‘Brian, when we started we were so poor we couldn’t even pay attention!’
His company only dealt in OTC stocks – a market I had been trying to throttle in London – and he had umpteen thousand clients and operated in thirty eight of the fifty American States.
He had a bizarre hobby, collecting period staircases.
Joe asked me if I liked to ski, and when I said I did, asked what kind of snow I liked, as if the choice was within his gift. He invited me to ski anywhere I liked, at any time: ‘Our private jet is always at London Airport. We have girls to meet you wherever you go, in ski boots and fur coats, and nothing else!’
(I went skiing that year, with Doreen and the family, in Austria.)
After that lunch we walked back to the Stock Exchange, as he said he had his car there. There was restricted parking even then in the City, and I was alarmed his car had been towed away. Joe told me not to worry:
‘I told my driver to keep driving around the block (all of three hours earlier!) until he saw me again.’
We arrived back at Throgmorton Street and found his driver inching towards us.
I never met Joe Pignatelli again, and never ever met his naked ladies in fur coats. I heard he later went bust in all thirty-eight States.
 
Stephen Lewis: There are rules regarding the trading of shares on AIM. The Americans claim that those rules are not stringent enough. But if the companies the Americans are suspicious of didn’t trade on AIM, they would probably set up their own market. Before AIM, there were a lot of wild markets. Vancouver was a wild place, and it still is, although it’s not as active as it used to be, because most of the money there has gone to AIM.
I don’t think that Brian Winterflood was implementing a 20-year plan for the development of London as a financial centre. That’s not the sort of thing that would interest him at all. He just traded.
Brian: There were always pressures not to do the right thing.
Chandra Singh, a little Indian guy who was said to have married a princess – the daughter of the people who owned the Oberoi Hotels – Chandra was a charming spiv. He had offices in Mayfair, and he got very friendly with me. We were dealing in his stock, and he did anything he could to be onside with me.
If it can be believed, Chandra started off using two public telephone boxes in Victoria Station. One box was for buyers, the other for sellers. How he settled his bargains I don’t know, but that is the story.
He got very friendly with a senior guy in the Stock Exchange secretariat. This man was important but very much the civil servant type, not terribly well paid but with quite a few perks and of course, at the end of his career, a guaranteed index-linked pension.
Can you believe, at a later date and with a bull market running, he swapped his career for a promise from this new entrepreneur, Chandra Singh? Where did it all lead to? Heaven knows, I haven’t heard of him from that day to this, but I doubt it is a comfortable retirement. Again, nothing that greed and avarice will not overcome!
At different times, Chandra sent me a case of pink champagne, and once offered me a million pounds.
I sent the champagne back, and I did not take the million pounds.
I said, Chandra, you are offering to the wrong man.
I kept very much at arm’s length.
He was very successful for a number of years with quite a few IPO’s to his credit, but it didn’t last and I believe he went back to India.
Mike Hicks: Chandra felt that if Brian Winterflood joined his firm, Ravendale Securities, his name was going up in the market place, it would be a big coup. I was at dinner at Brian’s house mid-week, and two great big cases of pink champagne, very expensive champagne, turned up. Brian looked at the accompanying card, Chandra Singh. Brian never takes bribes, and sent them back. But I can remember myself thinking, I wouldn’t mind taking that champagne. Brian wouldn’t take them.
Chandra Singh had a dot.com business which went distinctly well, but then the balloon was popped and the dot.com prices all fell out of bed.
Brian: As a family, we went on holiday to Bali. We booked in at the Oberoi, which happened to be the best hotel there, and we had a very nice suite of rooms. There was no harm in telling Chandra Singh we were going to his hotel and that we’d like a decent room.
After a couple of days – it was a stopover, not our main holiday – we departed. However, when I went to pay the bill I was told, ‘that’s all right, sir, it has been taken care of.’
I said, ‘No, I’m sorry, it’s not been taken care of.’
They said, ‘it’s all been taken care of’.
I said, ‘It has not been taken care of, I will not leave this place until you give me a bill in full.’
Eventually they did give me a bill.
You came up against those people. They were a reputational risk.
And for what?
I would go to his office and I’d speak to him, I’d see all the people there, and I’d see many people that I knew, all on the bandwagon, doing this, that and the other. I would never have anything to do with that. I could have made a great deal more money over my career. I’ve had people in the Stock Exchange who’ve offered me riches in many forms, but mostly to do with dishonesty.
I knew a bloke on the inside of a property company. He knew exactly what they were doing, what contracts were coming out, and he dealt in them. He said to me, you’re the jobber, you deal in these shares, I think we should get together.
I said, don’t deal with me. I don’t want to know. Don’t deal with me anymore.
Why would I want to know?
I was not there to be crooked.
I really did think a great deal about this.
Dictum Meum Pactum, the Stock Exchange motto, my word is my bond.
I am an Englishman.
I believe the only thing we have left is our honesty and integrity. I have always felt that. If I give my word, I always keep my word, I wouldn’t break my word to anybody. I’d rather disappear. I just wouldn’t do it, it’s not in my make-up.
I am King and Country, always have been, and my word is my bond.
I did get to the stage where I thought people looked at me in a different way, as somebody who could not be manipulated. We were king of the USM, as we are now king of AIM. People look at you in a different light, as much as to say, well, don’t say the wrong thing, we don’t want to get on the wrong side of you.
Before that, when I was just dealing day to day on any book, perhaps I was an easy target for something.
But I matured, I got older and people started to think, oh, I can’t get on the wrong side of him, he’s too important.
 
The lack of distinction between a full listing and a USM quote led to its demise. Once trading requirements were cut, many companies delayed their public float for a year and were launched directly on to the Main Market without using the USM as a stepping stone. Yet the USM had made seven hundred millionaires in its time.
The cause of its demise was a European Union directive in 1990, dismissing the differences between the two markets, listed and unlisted. The Stock Exchange did not fight for a replacement to the USM. It was the practitioners again, those of us with a strong interest in the trading of small cap companies. We needed a junior market, but what could we replace it with?
Derek Riches: The Stock Exchange made a major error of judgement in proposing to close down the USM. One of the maddest decisions possible. What was the reason? Some ruling by the European Union. We thought, at Smiths, me, I thought it was mad. As a result, we formed CISCO, City Group for Smaller Companies, which comprised of Brian, myself, Richard Balarkus of BZW, Andrew Beeson of Beeson Gregory, Wedd Lake Bell – we had a group of about ten of us, including PR people. We got together and said, here we are, a capital market, companies wanting to raise capital, and we’re booting them all into touch!
What is going on?
Absolutely crazy!
We fought a campaign against the Stock Exchange, and won. In the end, we told the Stock Exchange, if you don’t run a small companies market, we will.
We’ll have our own Stock Exchange! It won’t be regulated by the Stock Exchange, but by the DTI, as the OTC bucket shops had been.
This terrified them.
They had not thought that anyone would do such a thing.
 
Brian: We produced a plan for a new market using the same formula as the USM – less rigorous than the full market, but well governed, with proper reports on those companies wanting to float, and Nomads – Nominated Advisers – instead of mere sponsors.
Our idea was to call it the Enterprise Market.
We said, in effect, the USM is dead, long live the USM!
 
Derek Riches: The Stock Exchange were persuaded to give the new market the name of AIM – Alternative Investment Market – and the birth of the AIM market was as a result of enormous pressure brought on to them, and they had to do something about it. Nowadays, they take the plaudits for forming AIM, but it wasn’t their idea at all!
(Actually, a little-remembered alternative market for really small companies was set up in 1987 called the Third Market. It had few takers, and it was wound down in 1990. I only mention it for the record, but at Winterflood, of course, we traded those shares too).
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Brian: In the 1980s, after a long campaign, the Stock Exchange finally allowed women to be members.
We had lady brokers, a lot of lady brokers. All those nicknames – Superbum, Sweaty Betty, Ann Boleyn – they were all down there. They changed things, but sometimes, sadly, we changed them.
One day I thought I would ask all the broking ladies to come to lunch. It was to foster good relations. We had some partners upstairs and they all came up.
Blokes on the exchange, we all swore all the time, it was like being in the Army. Nobody took offence. Would we change our ways when the ladies arrived?
Anyhow, we had this luncheon table with all these women around it and after five minutes I couldn’t believe the language.
It was the girls swearing! Not us!
They were effing this and effing that.
I said, hold on a minute. I have told my people to be on their best behaviour because you’re here. Why are you all swearing?
And they said, that’s what you do on the Exchange, isn’t it?
I said, I don’t like all this. I’m sorry, but I don’t like females swearing. I won’t be swearing at you, because I don’t like it. If it’s bread and bread, boys with boys, it’s different, but I’m just amazed. I don’t like swearing in front of women and I don’t like women to swear in front of me.
Of course, they were trying to make their play. They were saying, in effect, we’re as good as you, we can do anything you can do.
Anyway it all settled down and of course we often dealt with them, but by the by the girls came down to the Floor less and less. Their blue buttons came down and probably the dealers but the partners never came. They didn’t need to, they had made their presence felt, they’d been down, but their job was getting business in their offices by phone. They were the originators of business, they didn’t have to deal. People on the Floor of the Exchange were mostly dealers. We all lived perfectly happily together, male and female practitioners. We co-existed very nicely, there was no trouble.
 
David Codd: Brian has always been a ladies man. He had this way with women, flattering ladies. I don’t know how he found out but he could tell what scent they was wearing, that type of thing, sniff, sniff, oh, you’re wearing so-and-so tonight. He was always Mr Smoothie with the girls.
But on the other side of the coin, he could be as smooth as sandpaper. He could be so abrasive with them if they needed a ticking off and he used to give them, necessarily, a ticking off. It all had to be forgotten. It’s very difficult ticking off a girl, very difficult. I’ve had that experience myself, when they start bawling you get uncomfortable. But there have been occasions when Brian had to tell them off.
I’ve had them in tears, but they burst into tears for nothing, at least with a man you can tell him to f*** off.
Brian was good with girls, he still is, Mr Smoothie, he could flatter women, he communicates with women, the outfits they’re wearing, he tells them how smart they are looking, that’s a lovely outfit you’re wearing. Smoothie git! He’s a bit of a smarmy sod but then, he’s always been very faithful to Doreen, he gets on well with women and women like him.
I’ve never been that successful with women.
Brian: Like most people in the Market I liked the Floor of the Stock Exchange for what it was. I liked all the little conventions, the clubbiness, the cut and thrust, the style of it. I did not want to see it changed, but it was changed, radically, by outside forces rather than inside forces. I remember very well the arguments between Cecil Parkinson, the Cabinet Minister, and the Stock Exchange, represented by Nicolas Goodison, and how much I disliked what was being talked about.
Big Bang was mooted and we learned a lot about Cecil Parkinson, who I felt was looking for a peg to hang his hat on that would put him up the Tory hierarchy.
He dug up the fact that the London Stock Exchange rule book was non-competitive, and stories started appearing in the media that the Government would have to do something about it.
However much I hated what happened, I have to admit you could pull the Stock Exchange rule book to bits and make a case against it. Yet, to us it seemed to work extremely well. It was, admittedly, a men’s club and there were certain restricted practices that we couldn’t justify.
 
Stephen Lewis: When Mrs Thatcher decided to develop a property-owning democracy, she was aiming to attract household funds into companies which had previously been in the public sector – BT, British Gas – those were the kinds of shares that figured most prominently in portfolios of small investors at the time.
Small investors did not go into USM issues, but what the USM did was to greatly improve the liquidity of those securities, and it was important from the other side, from the capital-raising point of view. It meant that small and medium-sized businesses which previously had been shut out of the markets, having had no access to stock markets, suddenly found that they could raise quite large amounts of money to support their expansion.
Brian: The Stock Exchange rule book evolved into a very big political issue, and it manifested itself on the Stock Exchange because Gordon Borrie of the Office of Fair Trading said, we’ve got to take this to the tribunal. Although the Stock Exchange, and the brokers, and the jobbers all fought it initially – the changes to remove what were called restrictive practices from the Exchange rule book – it became quite obvious we could not defend it in its entirety.
Nicholas Goodison, the Stock Exchange chairman, did a deal. It was settled before it went to court.
There was a lot of apprehension about Big Bang because we were dead scared. It was, as I learned from the Americans I had had on my pitch, a needless fear, but it was very real at the time.
Over in New York deregulation took a long time, twelve years.
We were told to make all the changes in just eighteen months!
The Americans told us that we mustn’t be frightened.
What worried us was exposure of positions, whether we were long or short of a stock, and other dealers knowing our position. If, as a jobber, we took a big position holding a lot of stock, once other jobbers knew which way you were, if you were huge bull, they would all be selling it to make the price go down. Because you have that stock, you can’t get out. Or vice versa.
We were terrified that exposure of our position meant absolute disaster.
What the Americans told was, no, no, you’ve got this wrong.
Exposure creates.
Once people know everything that’s going on in a market, they will play the game, and play it more often.
Transparency is really the key to turnover.
Of course you can come unstuck. There will be situations where you would rather other dealers did not know if you were long or short of a stock, but basically, said our American friends, exposure creates.
It is, they said, a good thing.
At the same time investors were loudly complaining about the rip-offs done by the market, that they had to pay large commissions charged by the brokers every time they traded. Institutions in particular were being ripped off by both sides of the business, particularly in gilts. They also had to pay the ‘turn’ taken by the jobber, the difference between his buying and selling price.
What Big Bang did was it got rid of the rule book. Commissions became negotiable, and there was competition over pricing. Before that there was a sliding scale, the bigger a deal, the smaller a percentage, but the commissions were deemed expensive. Because of the increased competition price spreads narrowed. The old rule book was thrown away and a new rule book introduced.
 
Julian Palfreyman: Though bemused by my introduction to Brian, after that first bollocking I wasn’t working under him. I was working under Terry Connor, and from my level Brian and Terry were seen as rivals, though, in fact, Brian had brought him into the firm. They had similar standing within Bisgood Bishop, although Brian was more ambitious. Brian had ambitions to run the firm, Terry was just happy to be in his position, a very good position.
Between 1982 and 1984, I worked for Bisgood on the Liffe Market, which started in 1982 in the Royal Exchange, an open outcry market, which I was part of for two years. It was useful to come into contact with different markets, which later on would help my career.
I came back to the main market in 1984 as a Stock Exchange Member, and I was given a USM book. There were three books on the USM pitch. Brian was overlooking all the books, but the three number-ones were David MacNamara, Colin Grimwood – known as Dins, Dinsdale – and I was given the third book.
It was an under-performing book, and I ran that from 1984.
I remember Brian’s style of trading. He enjoyed, and found it very easy, to tie up in knots the brokers who would come on to the pitch. He would tie up their business. The majority used to walk off looking slightly bemused, because he was just far too clever for them, and sharp, and they didn’t know quite what had happened to them. He was forceful, aggressive, catching them out, or as we would put it, ‘opening people for nothing’. They would come along and ask a two-way price, and he would guess that they were a seller, and he would load his price accordingly to make it more beneficial to him. The broker could have gone on to another jobber, but in fact, they never got off the pitch.
They were dragged back, not quite physically, if the chat didn’t work.
Dave MacNamara and I decided that our philosophy – when we began working later out of CNW’s offices in Drapers Gardens – was that we were not as aggressive as Brian. We weren’t as forceful or had such a personality. We both decided that rather than making people go off the pitch feeling as if they had been ‘done’ by Brian, that they’d been legged over or had not got such a good price as they could have got, we decided to make people go off the pitch feeling as if they had actually ‘done’ us. We wanted them to feel good, in themselves, and that would encourage them to come back and trade with us next time they had a decent order. The pitch, by this time, was the telephone, not the floor of the Exchange.
Brian scared brokers.
They had to do business with him if they had orders in USM stocks, and he was known as Mr USM. There was, effectively, one decent opposition, and that was Pinchin, a guy called Jeremy Lyons who used to run the USM team there. If brokers wanted to do business in USM stocks, sooner or later they had to go to Bisgood where there were two approaches. Our approach was softly softly, and Brian’s approach was to grab them by the balls.
The clever thing that Brian did with USM stocks, and we replicated later with Aim stocks, was that Brian decided to trade in every USM stock that came to the market. We could then call ourselves USM specialists because we covered the whole market.
As far as making money was concerned, if you are trading in 100 situations, such as USM companies – or Aim companies – they’re not very liquid securities, they’re not active most of the time. They come to life when there’s a bit of company news, or trading statements, and at any one time you might find that five or ten of those hundred companies are actively trading, and the other ninety are not. Those ten companies today, or another ten tomorrow, or yet another ten next week. Other market makers who didn’t cover all the USM, but just selected stocks, didn’t have this opportunity to make money all the year around. I think that worked very well for us and enhanced the reputation of Bisgood Bishop as USM specialists.
Brian: When the rule book was thrown away, that was the moment people decided they could become all things to all men if they wished. That is, dual-capacity, a broker could also become a jobber, and vice versa.
By this time, and leading up to Big Bang, people had share-holdings in all these firms, although until Big Bang the LSE was still working on the old rules. The majority opted to become dual-capacity, they were a broker and a jobber, but they had to construct a ‘Chinese wall’ to avoid information leaking from one side of the new firm to the other – because otherwise it would not work. These new dual-capacity firms had, behind them all the big firms – mostly foreign – that had taken over the old traditional City firms, and so they had a Treasury, with massive capital available to them. Their exposure, as individual firms, wasn’t quite what it had been.
What was our choice?
At Bisgood Bishop we chose to stick to our last. I was Managing Director then, and with the chairman, Ed Puxley, we chose to remain a jobber, as the smallest of the big five jobbers.
Top jobber was Wedd Durlacher. Second would have been Warburgs, which became Ackroyd Warburgs. Third would have been Smith Brothers. Fourth was Pinchin. These are all evocative names in the history of the City of London. They were the really big four and at number five, a long way below them, was Bisgood Bishop.
There were people below us, odds and sods left over as jobbers in some sectors. They had a choice, to pack up, or they might join a broking firm, but they couldn’t compete in the new world. They were tiny jobbers, people like Denny Brothers, like Frisby, they were small, very competitive retail jobbers, names that are history now. In the old game the system worked for them. In the new game they couldn’t hold a candle to everybody else. There were a lot more smaller jobbers in the gilt market, but that sort of business was tailing off, and gradually, they fell by the wayside.
Wedd Durlacher got taken over by Barclays.
Ackroyd and Smithers – gilt jobbers – they were ahead of the game, so far ahead of the game it was unbelievable, but they became a joint company, broker/jobber, a big one as well, before anybody else, and they got taken over by Warburgs. They had been Ackroyd – the gilt jobber – and Rowe & Pitman – the broker – before they got taken over by Warburgs. Rowe and Pitman were the blue-blooded stockbroker, they dealt for the Queen, for very influential firms, they were a wonderful name.
Warburgs was going to be the flagship of UK integrated securities companies, UK International, they were going to become the British Goldman Sachs of the world.
It all fell to pieces.
The next one down was Smith Brothers. This was a massive Jewish firm, and it got taken over by Merrill Lynch. Michael Marks did the deal of the century for the firm. He made Smith Brothers a fortune, though he was a very young man he made them a lot of money. They all made a lot of money, but Michael Marks and Paul Roy made the most. Michael also got a gong.
The fourth jobber was Pinchin, very big in the market place. The Powell Brothers were a legend over the years, and then they got taken over by Morgan Grenfell, an English merchant bank. They very quickly fell from grace, they couldn’t get it right.
Cazenove, sometimes called the City Mafia, they were so well connected, stayed out of the buying frenzy, the one major broking firm that said, we will stay as we are. Cazenove believed in their myth, it was a magical myth in the old City, a legend from the nineteenth century, and they seemed to do it right.
Sadly, no more magic, because eventually they were taken over by the bulge-bracket American firm, JP Morgan.
Think of all the companies that were taken over leading up to Big Bang, mostly by the Americans?
Greenwell had taken two hundred years to become who they were, and it took two hundred days to destroy it.
Grieveson Grant, Greenwells, they all did the same thing, they were absorbed into other business.
Another example, Chase Manhattan, they came over and took over Laurie Millbank, and Simon & Coates. They said, we’re going to throw twenty million bucks at this deal – a lot of money back then – and when that twenty million bucks has gone we’re going to throw another twenty million bucks at it.
But when that first twenty million bucks went, they didn’t throw a second twenty million bucks into the game.
Those old City companies just disappeared.
Laurie Millbank had been going a hundred years, and it just disappeared. Simon & Coates had been going a hundred and fifty years, that disappeared. They kept the business of course, what was left, but it was carved up.
A lot of the old City people made shedloads of money.
 
In 1984 we decided we didn’t have enough capital to survive in the new world after Big Bang. Back then we were a partnership with capital held by the partners. We were an unlimited liability company, and it was quite obvious that we couldn’t job any longer on our capital.
People were buying an interest in brokers and jobbers and so on. Pension funds wanted to keep the Stock Exchange going. We were the practitioners, and if we didn’t have any money we couldn’t continue the game. They couldn’t deal with us, so there was no game.
We went to see Cazenove and said, we’re in pretty dire straits. For want of a better word, they became our broker. Normally, we didn’t have a broker as such, but we went to see John Kemp-Welch, and said, ‘Mr Kemp-Welch, we are in schtuk here, we need some help, we need some money.’
We were thin on the ground and things were bad. Cazenove was the crème de la crème, whom we knew a little. They might not have chosen to talk to us, but they did talk to us, perhaps because they also felt it was important to keep the market going. Even dealing small-cap companies we were an important part of the Market.
It was a big thing for us to go to Cazenove, Ed Puxley as chairman of Bisgood Bishop, me as Managing Director.
Ed was a good bloke, a good captain of the ship, very tall and strangely enough, an ex-submariner. He was connected, but not in City ways, and he was not a toff. He was certainly upper-middle-class, bright, started his career with Unilever. He didn’t have much flair, but he got on all the right committees on the Stock Exchange. Not much of a jobber but a good bloke to hold everything together.
We went to see John Kemp-Welch at Cazenove (now Sir John). The custom was to sit in the ante-room for ten minutes until Mr Kemp-Welch decided to see you at Tokenhouse Yard. John Kemp-Welch’s reputation went before him, a highly regarded man, a huge name. Cazenove did all the big takeovers. David Mayhew, the senior corporate partner even then, was extremely well-known and he is still a kingpin in the City. John Kemp-Welch was the senior partner and we were summoned in to see him. This man, top of the tree, could not have been nicer. At that time Cazenove were the people who supported Reed’s School, they had the fund-raisers there. Reeds is an independent Foundationers school still supported by the City of London. Cazenove were also the people who raised money for the Tory Party; they came around the market and we all gave, willingly, more or less ‘or else’.
We were kept waiting the regulation ten minutes. They all do that. I never do, but they do. It’s just something that happens. I didn’t feel badly about it but it made me determined never to keep people waiting.
 
(But I have to tell you that there were a couple of times later in my life when I went to the Stock Exchange Council and said to the secretary, my appointment is at four o’clock. If he’s not here by five past four, I’m going and you can tell him why, because I’ve got other things to do. I’ve done that with two or three people. I thought, balls to you, I have earned my spurs.)
In John Kemp-Welch’s office, he was very nice.
‘What can I do for you gentlemen?’
Ed was the senior of the two of us, so Ed said, ‘Well, Mr Kemp-Welch (not John, note, Mr Kemp-Welch) we are a bit stretched. We are not overstretched, but we are finding it difficult to make ends meet, and our capital base is low. We need an injection of capital.’
People were taking stakes in the big boys then, so Mr Kemp-Welch said, ‘Yes, I see, well, how much do you need?’
I have to say, Ed and I had not done our homework. That very first question, how much do you need? We didn’t know what to say.
So Ed said, ‘Er, a million pounds?’
‘Oh, yes, I see,’ said Mr Kemp-Welch. ‘OK, fine, right, we can do that.’
I thought, Christ, we should have asked for five million pounds!
So Mr Kemp-Welch said, ‘Yes, I think that will be all right. We’ll let you know.’
That’s all he said!
We said, ‘Well, what else, sir?’
He said, ‘We would just need to know, out of the merchant banks, which one you would like to transact the deal?’
We said, ‘Well, actually, we’d rather like Close Brothers.’
They were very small, then, Close Brothers, a tiny merchant bank.
He said, ‘I see, right.’
Ed said, ‘We like them because they’re young and dynamic and we deal in a lot of their companies.’
Mr Kemp-Welch said, ‘Yes, I see. I see. But who would you like to do the deal?’
Ed said, doubtfully now, ‘Well, I don’t know if you’d consider Close Brothers?’
Mr Kemp-Welch looked at him rather quizzically – it was like this, believe me – he said, ‘Yes, I quite understand, but one’s got to be realistic. Who should you have?’
Ed and I looked at each other.
It was obvious we didn’t understand the question.
Ed said, ‘Brian, you had better say something.’
I said, ‘Mr Kemp-Welch, you’ve asked us which merchant bank we’d like, we’ve told you we want Close Brothers, for various reasons, but you’re still asking the question!’
He said, ‘Yes, I don’t think you quite understand. Which of the accepting houses would you like?’
They were all merchant banks but there were only five accepting houses, and that was the seal of approval. Close Brothers was nowhere in the list, it was not an accepting house.
We said, ‘Well, we don’t know.’
‘These are the accepting houses,’ he told us. ‘There’s Barings, Lazards, Rothschild’s, Warburgs and Schroders.’
We said, ‘Perhaps we’ll have…that one, Barings.’
Not only did we not know Barings, but they were very, very expensive. They were, at that time, the crème de la crème of the accepting houses. They were also the most expensive on offer. I know they fell from grace after the Nick Leeson affair, but at that time they were the most expensive. It didn’t matter. We had no money anyway. We had to have an accepting house, and in the end, after further consideration, we picked Schroders.
Mr Kemp-Welch said, ‘Yes, I think it will be all right. Why don’t you come back and see us on Friday?’
We said, ‘Is there anything else you’d like, sir?’
‘No, no, it’s fine,’ he replied.
As for the price of doing this, it didn’t come into it. We just needed to raise the money. The risk – and reward – was spread around five or so institutions, ten percent, eight percent and so on, which took fifty percent of our equity.
What was our company worth?
Not much at that time.
Without the injection of capital, we would have been out of the game. We were not in a position to negotiate.
We were only in a position to say, thank you very much, sir.
We found out afterwards that he had all these institutions around at Tokenhouse Yard, and over a cup of tea they all said John, what do you want us to do?
He told them, and then they said yes!
We got a million pounds. Anything was enough to tide us over.
Where it could have gone wrong is if the market had not revived, and that may have been the reason they originally only put up a million pounds as a starter. If the market had not revived, they would have lost the whole of the million.
Mr Kemp-Welch told us later, ‘That’s all right gentlemen, these are your shareholders, each with roughly ten percent.’
We said, ‘Thank you very much, sir’
And we meant it.
 
We had chosen Close Brothers back then because we knew them and they did a couple of issues – the big one was Logica. I liked them, I ingratiated myself with them, I went to their meetings, I went to their City luncheons.
I was determined that we should know the important players in the City, so I went to all the cocktail parties. I was invited to give speeches when I had never given a speech in my life. I was terrified to get up and speak to major players, although I had to.
Every day I was jobbing away, very active jobbing until 3.30 in the afternoon, and then until 4.30 in the office. We closed then, and in the evenings I would go to City events.
 
Carol Leonard: Brian really stood out in the Stock Exchange because he worked harder and better than anyone else. He was more successful. He was very demanding. He’s so disciplined, he fires his discipline into his team, so if he was an Army colonel he had the smartest, the most highly polished boots, the telephone had to be answered within two rings or ‘we’re monkeys’, that saying was in his office. Those are all fantastic traits, old-fashioned, traditional, but absolutely right, he’s absolutely right, and it’s about customer service.
Then because he has been personally so successful, particularly when you factor in where he started in life, he enjoys that. He indulges his family, but they’re not spoiled, they’re all working hard, they’re all successful too, so he’s got it about right, I think. He hasn’t been mean with them but he hasn’t ruined them, either.
But there’s still a bit of him that’s still locked away.
He’s probably not the most clubbable man to other men, anyway. I would think other men might feel a bit more wary of him than women do. He gets on very well with women, because he is an attractive person, physically and so forth, and he’s very respectful towards women, he probably had a very good relationship with his mother.
Brian: During this whole period we never stopped trading, but we were hurting. We didn’t know how much we could do. Our situation was not dissimilar to the recent NICE decade – No Inflation, Constant Expansion – period where private equity firms geared up on debt and borrowed debt very cheaply.
Back in 1984, it was not as easy as that. You could not go to the bank for that sort of money, or if you did you would have been in hock forever and a day. All we had to sell was equity, which was complete and utter risk to the people who bought it.
But they also had self interests, they needed us to keep their market going. If any one of the big five jobbers had packed up it would have been a disaster, because there would not have been enough competition. The Stock Exchange rule book said, you had to have three competing market-makers, and no firms dealt in everything. So we were important. Although we were not very big, we were important, we made up the numbers, and it was right for them to save us, so that’s what they did. Remember, the big boys did not want to bother with the retail trade.
Our new shareholders could not have been nicer. We paid our dividend, we paid what was due, we were delighted. The City, through Cazenove, saved us. Of course, they took us to the cleaners, because they were cleverer than us, because they were in a strong position and we weren’t.
It’s easy in hindsight to say, we could have asked for a better deal.
I might admit that I sold the company the first time for the wrong price, but it saved us. It must have been the wrong price, mustn’t it?
But we survived.
What we should have done was sell twenty-five percent of our business for that million pounds, not fifty percent. But we weren’t in the position to dictate terms and we were not as sophisticated as they were. These people are merchant bankers and do these deals every day. We were jobbers using our own money, buying and selling stocks and shares. We were not sophisticated enough in terms of merchant banking, in corporate finance. It’s no good denying it, those boys in corporate finance have always been ahead of the game. They’re shrewd cookies.
Cazenove were honest brokers. They would have been paid, probably by Schroders for introducing the business to the clearing house. Meanwhile John Kemp-Welch had everything processed. I presume Cazenove charged the buyers for doing the deal. But equally, John Kemp-Welch was the honest broker, and that was the seal of approval. It was, he felt, good for the market, it was good for us, and actually, it was good for them.
Without Cazenove’s help we would not have been able to do our job.
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Brian: After what Cazenove did for us in 1984, we continued to grow organically with the USM, but with Big Bang coming up we felt we had to follow the fashion in the City and merge with other players, brokers and bankers.
On our own, in the new world coming, we were too small.
We had a partner at Bisgood Bishop called Bryan Cavill, a dapper little man, jack of all trades. He was always a likely lad, did anything that came up. What I admired about Bryan was, give him a bucket of anything at all, and he’d flog it. You give him a jobbing book, he’d say, I’ll do something with that, and he’d turn it into a good book. When we took up options jobbing, Bryan said, I’ll run that, and he did. He could put his mind to anything.
He was our biggest shareholder. Every time somebody wanted to sell shares internally, Bryan bought them. He was very forward-looking. I don’t know how he raised the money but he always bought the shares, and became the biggest shareholder.
Bryan was the man who sold Bisgood Bishop to County NatWest.
 
Jonathan Cohen: By the early 80’s County Bank had got to a point where we had clawed our way slowly up the second division of merchants banks, in terms of reputation, and reached the bottom rung of the first division. The period leading up to this point had been, for me, twelve fantastic years, hugely enjoyable, and the Bank had developed into a fine organisation with a good reputation. We were poised to enter the brave new world as a happy and profitable seven hundred-strong merchant bank, with the additional benefit of a hugely well-capitalised parent in National Westminster Bank.
Brian: No Americans approached us because we were too small and they were too big. We felt, somebody is going to take us, and somebody ought to take us, because there were only so many jobbing firms in London. They all knew that in this new global world they needed to have a broking firm and a jobbing firm. We knew they had to have a merchant bank and a Treasury in the middle, and then there would be an integrated house, employing much more capital than the present firm had, able to compete anywhere in the world on a level pegging.
The fashion was to be an integrated house, because, not only could you trade, you had the brokers and you knew the clients. We were solely jobbers, and we didn’t know the clients. We knew the brokers. The integrated houses knew enough to funnel the business through to all parts of their business, also to their corporate side. This was allowed, it wasn’t a fiddle, it was said to be the ‘new world’, but there had to be ‘Chinese walls’ between the firm and its market-making section.
An integrated house had a merchant bank, or a bank, with virtually unlimited resources. You then had the client base that you were servicing as a broker, and you had the other side, the jobbing side. So it was obvious that your in-house jobber was going to see business before other jobbers.
They were all doing it, everybody decided to become an integrated house. It was rushing for cover.
We did get into bed with County NatWest, so we would become the market-making arm of a house to join the ‘Great Global Game’.
Actually, we were unlike anybody else when we became an integrated house. How Bryan Cavill ever pulled it off with NatWest, I don’t know.
It couldn’t have just been through a friendship.
Bryan had a very good contact in NatWest and convinced them that they should look at us to take part in the new global game. All the big jobbers were spoken for. We would be added on to their merchant bank side, County NatWest. CNW was the youngest merchant bank in the City, only been going for a few years.
County looked at us and said no!
 
Jonathan Cohen: When the Government blew the whistle in 1984 and encouraged us to get involved, to acquire Stock Exchange member firms, we were delighted at the prospect. As we then saw it, we were to transition from being a merchant bank to becoming a major UK investment bank. We were as excited as we were almost totally unprepared. The three individual firms which were to come together – County Bank, Bisgood Bishop and Fielding Newson Smith – had good and healthy strong cultures of their own. They were each well-run by people who understood the respective business they were in. When we tried to combine the three organisations, what I realised quite early on was that the integration of the stockbroker and the bank, and the stock-jobber and the bank was not the greatest problem; actually, we had simply not foreseen the difficulties of bringing together brokers and jobbers, who had been adversaries in the market for generations.
In the firms we had acquired we had two men who were the key drivers of their respective businesses, Brian and Charlie. I adore Charlie, but I am afraid Brian and I never quite hit it off even though I respected him and I still do. I think he’s done a fantastic job at what he does best. But at the time I felt there was never any real buy-in from him to the merger proposition.
Brian: We were, they said, not really their type of people. I don’t suppose they had ever had cause to speak to a jobber. They were graduates, economics degree people, very well-read, although a lot of people in the City who became merchant bankers actually read psychology at Exeter. Funny, that. There was the annual milk round, the merchant banks took the best and the brightest.
They turned us down because they thought we were too small, and they were not terribly interested in ‘small’. Unlike the Americans, I think they had not done their homework, big or small.
Anyway, our partner, Bryan, thought, ‘Bugger this, they’ve got to take us’.
He went back and convinced them that they should come and look at us again.
And they did.
For us, the partners of Bisgood Bishop, it was like winning the pools.
We were going to sell our business to a merchant bank and get a lot of money for it, fantastic sums. Bryan got the deal on, we went into County NatWest and became part of the NatWest Group.
They knew they had to get their act together, having taken us on as their jobbers, so they went on to bid for various brokers.
They asked us which brokers we liked. We said, Simon & Coates, because they did a lot of business with us, and my oldest friend worked there. Simon & Coates were a good company and they were big in USM stocks. David Cohen was a big issuer of stock, and it would have suited our book to link up with them.
But Fielding Newson Smith was CNW’s choice as a broker. We didn’t like them particularly, as they had not done much business with us in the old City. Fieldings had always dealt with big jobbers like Wedd Durlacher, and would only deal with us when Wedd Durlacher wasn’t interested.
We asked CNW, why have you picked Fielding Newson Smith?
CNW picked them because they came top of the Continental Illinois Bank’s ratings that year in particular sectors. I think their sectors were breweries, house-building, and one or two others.
Fielding Newson Smith went back a long way as a stockbroker. It was an old-established firm, with some extremely important people in it. The Senior Partner, Dundas Hamilton, was on the City’s Takeover Panel, highly respected, and he had been around for a long time. He was a war hero, he was Establishment…or nearly Establishment. His Chief Executive, his senior partner was Mr Charm personified – and still is today – Donald MacPherson, and of course the irrepressible head of dealing, Charlie Peel who went on to become a good friend.
A deal was done to make an integrated house out of these ingredients, CNW as merchant bank, Fielding Newson Smith as the broker, and Bisgood Bishop as the jobber.
Jonathan Cohen: In truth there was a total mismatch between the firms, and I have to take some responsibility. We had started by acquiring Bisgood Bishop, which was a strong NatWest relationship. Ed Puxley and Brian had gone to see the people at Lothbury and had indicated that, come Big Bang, they would like to be part of NatWest. I am not saying we objected, but to me it was a kind of done deal. Having said that I suppose we should bear in mind that there were only really five jobbers who mattered, and the other four, bigger than Bisgood, were already matched off. I don’t say we were left with Bisgood, because that sounds offensive, I don’t mean it that way, but to all intents and purposes, we ended up with a jobber where the only broker match would have been a small-company broker, and that did not suit County Bank’s or NatWest’s aspirations to provided investment banking services to their major FTSE clients.
Brian: At that time we actually did negotiate with another bank, the Royal Bank of Scotland, and their merchant bank, corporate finance arm, was Williams and Glyn’s. Come the day of reckoning, there were two bids on the table, they were both for the same amounts of money. We knew Williams and Glyns, who were our bankers, but tiny compared to NatWest.
Ed Puxley had the casting vote.
We discussed who we should go with, but Ed had the final say. He chose NatWest because they had a bigger international presence. They were, he reasoned, a bigger bank, they were the head of the clearing banks, and he thought that would be best for us.
He made a mistake.
We should have gone to what would become the Royal Bank of Scotland.
It’s easy in hindsight. Oddly enough, we knew more people at RBS – we actually knew the head man – than we knew at CNW. At the time we thought one bank was as good as the other one.
 
Jonathan Cohen: I remember within a week of Brian Winterflood and Charlie Peel sitting down with each other to discuss the shape of things to come and thinking ‘oh my God, this is not going to work’ (long before the later troubles). I couldn’t say that to others because my job was to promote the potential success of the mergers, but in my heart of hearts I knew this was not going to work.
The reason it was not going to work was that we had two strong personalities, but with no common vision. Charlie wanted to do the big trades in the stock of major companies with international institutional investors; Brian saying what we’re really good at is fishing in the smaller end of the market, which we really know. Both of them were right, but we had an initial irreconcilable strategic overlay.
David Codd: From a personal point of view it would have been better for us to go into RBS because they were going to allow us to do our own thing and not interfere. Unfortunately, we got attached to County Bank. Being merchant bankers, CNW were risk-averse, they did not understand risk, and they put lots of restrictions on what we could do. They wanted to be kept informed of everything. If you want to do a big deal, get permission, blah, blah, blah. It became a bit of a nightmare.
It didn’t affect me a lot in the back office, other than that dealers used to come to me for a bit of advice; we’ve got this deal, can we do it? And nine times out of ten when we were with CNW, you had to say to them, you couldn’t do it, you had to get permission. The broking fraternity don’t like having to do that, having to refer business. The deal has got to be done, there and then.
One of the senior dealers came up one day and said that the brokers were taking the piss out of them, and say, ‘are you playing today? Is it worth coming to see you?’
They knew the difficulties we had.
I used to have flaming bust-ups galore, it was such a shower. Coming from a small firm like Bisgood, where I was a director anyway, we used to make decisions, just like that, in a snap of the fingers. There was no question of referring. If a decision was made, it was made. If Brian and Ed Puxley were away, one of the senior dealers wanted to do a very big deal in an Australian brewery company, and because Ed and Brian weren’t there, I was asked, ‘is it all right to go ahead?”
‘Yeah, go and do it,’ and I take the responsibility.
You trust the dealer’s judgement. Someone’s got to take the responsibility, otherwise the deal can’t be done.
The difference was, when you go to CNW, you have the bureaucracy of a big organisation. Above us is a team of people, they want to be kept in the picture all the time. Jobbing doesn’t work like that, things have to be done on the spot.
From my point of view, I wasn’t accustomed to meetings. We didn’t have meetings at Bisgood, we made decisions without meetings. I had this philosophy, if there’s more than four people around the table, it’s a waste of space. Every meeting I went through at CNW there was a dozen people there, they all had to speak, all talking a load of waffle. It was as if we were deciding when we were going to have the next meeting, let’s not make a decision today, let’s wait until next week.
So I got a reputation that I was rude. If being honest with myself is being rude, I’m sorry, I’m rude. I would sit around the table with these people, I would have my say, and I’d then say, I’ve got nothing more to say, nothing to hear, I’m off. And I would leave the meetings.
Brian: Being part of CNW was not a disaster to begin with.
After the deal we stayed in the same place for some time, before we started to integrate by moving in together at Draper’s Gardens. In the beginning we thought it was going to be all right. Jonathan Cohen was chief executive, and the senior man who was in charge of everything was Charles Villiers. He was a really nice man, well-connected, the NatWest representative at the IMF. He was said to be in line to be the first man to bridge the gap between NatWest Bank, the high street clearing bank, and County NatWest, the merchant bank. He could have been the first man to be chairman of CNW and on the board of NatWest. He never made it. Something went wrong, and he didn’t make that bridge. And as it turned out, nobody from CNW went on to the main board of NatWest.
Though Charles was a nice man. you have to understand that NatWest at the time was peopled by bankers. They were not merchant bankers, they were not securities people, they were high street bankers. The people who were on those boards – Teflon Tom, Tom Frost – were bankers. Bankers don’t take risks. Banking, the way they did it, was money for old rope.
People like Tom Frost were directors of NatWest, in a mighty position, and Terry Green and various other people, they had all been chief executives of commercial bank branches. These were big important jobs, as heads of commercial banking, which is what bankers did then. They came through that experience, working their way up the greasy pole. Banks have grades, and when you get to the top, you’ve arrived, but only as a banker, not as an all-rounder. Yet though they were men of the world, they were not intimate with the financial matters of the City. They were aware of the City’s culture, but they had never been in the position of knowing that culture instinctively.
There’s a great quote from a TV programme called ‘Blood on the Streets’ that covered the story: ‘Bankers live on their deposits, brokers live from day to day, jobbers live from minute to minute’
Those are the three cultures that merged. What bankers didn’t understand was jobbing.
They knew a broker earned a commission, that was easy.
They never understood that a jobber was on risk.
They didn’t know what risk actually meant.
As a result, they made terrible mistakes.
 
Jonathan Cohen: I have heard that Brian said that banks didn’t understand risk.
Of course we understood risk. What we did not understand was stock jobbing, but in our banking business we traded currency, we invested in small companies, we traded Eurobonds, but it was a different kind of risk-taking to jobbing.
Where Brian was right was that we didn’t understand the nature of stock-jobbing. We were taking much bigger trading risks in Eurobonds, in currencies.
But I do accept that there was no real understanding on our part of the nature of stock-jobbing and certainly not how it would mesh with the agency business of broking.
Brian: Take one of them, Lord Boardman, Chairman of NatWest, a nice man, a banker of course, an honourable man, and when required he chose later to fall on his sword. Those people, not genuine toffs, had found their way up that pole. They were not necessarily blue-bloods nor were they hoi polloi, but they were very good practitioners at what they did, top of the tree.
 
Jonathan Cohen: Early on with Brian, I cannot remember what the subject matter was – we only socialised a tiny bit – I remember saying to him, how will this go down with your people?
He said, ‘Don’t worry about them, they’re just a bunch of monkeys!’
These are the people at Bisgood Bishop.
I was appalled at his expression. But in truth I now realise that I didn’t really understand. Basically, I think what he was saying was, look, yes of course we have got to think about them, but they will follow me.
For a while I was just so stunned.
At the time, it influenced me negatively towards Brian.
I thought, hang on a minute, you don’t talk about people like that.
Ed Puxley had been the gent and here was this guy calling people monkeys.
Class wasn’t it. I think Brian was a bit chippy in those days, and there was a sort of East End/West End thing, the East Enders as jobbers, but West Ender Charlie Peel is, in the nicest sense, a bigger barrow boy than Brian – an Etonian barrow boy. I don’t think it’s a class thing or the fact that he speaks with a different accent, it doesn’t make an iota of difference to me.
Charlie Peel threw himself into the merger with a passion, tried to make it work and when it didn’t work, he took himself away. I never got the feeling that Brian really threw himself into it with a passion. He did the deal with NatWest because the Market was changing; it was time to do it, and I think he hoped for the best.
Brian: The first dreadful mistake was the deal they did with us. We were given a price at which we could sell our shares, so we sold them thank you very much, but foolishly for them, they didn’t lock anybody in.
They had just bought, in Bisgood Bishop, a company whose only assets were people. Amazing.
I went to see Jonathan Cohen.
I said, you must be out of your mind. I’m in charge of Bisgood and tomorrow my people could walk out. You have put no lien on them, having just spent a fortune acquiring them you’ve not tied them in.
He said, well, if they want to go, we don’t want them.
I said, are you barmy? Are you crackers? Everybody is bidding for everybody, dealers are becoming rocket scientists overnight going from twenty five grand to seventy five or a hundred thousand pounds.
There was a lack of good traders and therefore people were tempted to change firms.
My friend and fellow director Terry Connor buggered off and went to Citicorp. He took his money, gave his notice and he left.
Bob Wade?…another director, also left for another bag of gold.
Martin Burton?…although Martin and I spoke a lot, he went off as well. I didn’t fall out with him, because I didn’t mind him going. He went for the right reasons, he was really a derivatives man.
Dickie Hine went, another great friend of mine. Dickie said, I’ll stay for so and so – more money – and they said no.
There’s no conditions, the CNW people said, if you want to go, then go.
These were key players. And they never locked them in.
They were my team!
I thought, you don’t know what you’re doing.
I can’t operate a business without players, can I?
They buggered off and they all got another bag of gold for arriving elsewhere. If they got a million pounds from us for their shares, they walked around the corner to get a come-hither fee of a hundred grand, plus salaries of a hundred thousand pounds. With Citicorp, who bought them, they got stock options, but these options locked them in.
 
Jonathan Cohen: Bisgood had hardly arrived before two of his key people walked out to join an American competitor. They trousered the first payments and then left. I know Brian was very upset and I don’t blame him one iota, but the fact is he didn’t deliver what we’d bought.
I am not pointing a finger at him.
That was what that Market had suddenly become, and loyalty went out the window. These individuals said to themselves ‘if I am no longer working for an independent Bisgood Bishop, I will go to the highest bidder’. That is human nature, but revolutions – and this is what Big Bang was – brings out the worse in people as well as the best.
Brian: We could not believe how stupid CNW were.
I didn’t leave because I had given my word, I had signed the document, dictum meum pactum – my word is my bond – right or wrong.
Take Terry Connor.
I had taken Terry Connor into Bisgood Bishop from a small broking firm. I thought he was a likely lad. He was a bit younger than me. I said, you ought to come with us. I was a nobody then, a blue button, but he said he’d like to come and join our firm. He worked his way up and was greatly liked.
He was one of our ‘Speak no Evil, See no Evil, Hear no Evil’ gang. There were three of us together, me, John Brown and Terry Connor, all in Bisgood. We were blue buttons together, dealers together, Members together, partners together.
Terry was a man of incredible charisma. I don’t really know what charisma means, but there are some people who have it, others who do not have it, and Terry certainly had it. But Terry was a chameleon, he would change his colours overnight.
We socialised a lot out of hours, we liked the same kind of women. We were very keen on taking women out, swapping stories.
Terry had two main worries in life. One was that his father died at the age of forty-five of a heart attack, he always worried about that. The other worry was about losing his hair. He was constantly grooming his hair as he was very vain.
And actually, not terribly honourable either.
Somebody would come along to his pitch wanting to deal, and if Terry was making the wrong price, he’d say, look, c’mon, we were at school together. Things like that. I would never do that, God, it’s horrible. But that’s the sort of character he was, putting people under pressure.
Finally he became a senior partner at Bisgood where we all got vetted by the senior partner, Ingram Capper. We went to dinner with this man, an absolute physical giant, as a way of vetting us to see if we should be partners. That was when Doreen told him about her Dad being on the buses, down to earth, tell it as it is. She has never changed I am pleased to say.
Terry and his wife did not go down so well with Ingram, because they went there putting on airs and graces, I think, which everyone sees through.
Nevertheless, Terry became a partner just before we sold the business to County NatWest. He was party to signing that agreement, and when we signed, as I said, there was no tie-in.
Terry Connor, as soon as the ink was dry, buggered off!
He went for another bag of gold to another big firm. He also took two people with him, Dicky Hine and Bob Wade. I don’t speak to either Terry or Bob any longer. Dicky Hine was not a senior director so not a party to signing the deal.
However another bag of gold, a come-hither, £100 thousand sign-on fee, give you this, give you that, but not as good a deal as Mark Potashnik later got.
Terry Connor grew well there. He actually pushed everything on to everybody else, and they went into the options market. He was no great shakes at that, but he managed to run it. I think Martin Burton actually became the kingpin at Citicorp in options, Martin is a very clever man in that field.
Anyway, Terry survived. I think he did the dirty on them as well in the end. This was a money merry-go-round, and Terry played it all the time.
The reason I really fell out with him was that he could have undermined the whole operation at Bisgood inside CNW, because he tried to take away people that would have ruined our business. It would have put in jeopardy all those back office staff, a more loyal group of people you could not hope to find. Front office partners who went with him, they are important parts of the business. If you lose the front office, there’s nothing for the back office to do. They were very, very good dealers, Terry and Dicky and Bob, it didn’t matter which book they were on, we could not afford to lose them.
I know dealers, men and women, who went from A to B to C to D, never stayed for more than six months, and made a hundred thousand pounds at every stop. You would not believe how stupid banks were.
When Big Bang happened, believe me, there were megabucks around.
Mega, megabucks.
 
There’s a classic story of Pember & Boyle, a very prestigious name. They were a small broking firm, well-known in the Gilts market, did fairly well over the years. I think they had six partners. In the final reckoning, a bid was made for them by Morgan Grenfell, to make up the other side of their team. Morgan Grenfell wanted a broker in equities and gilts, and Pember & Boyle were in Gilts. Morgan Grenfell had already got Pinchin to job in equities so they made a bid for Pember & Boyle. They offered twelve million pounds, as I remember.
The senior partner at Pember & Boyle, a very prestigious name, was heard to say to his number two and numbers three, four and five.
‘Gentlemen, we have been kissed by the Holy Ghost’.
Of course, they accepted.
In as many weeks their firm had disappeared.
There was nothing for them to do!
You can’t believe how stupid it was.
Of course, the six partners retired, thank you very much, off we go, kissed by the Holy Ghost.
It was like winning the pools.
Some others left us through sheer greed. We had made more money than we had ever dreamed of making, and they all thought they were rocket scientists overnight.
They had no morals at all.
The firms bidding for people were quite irresponsible wasting shareholder’s money. They nearly all got egg on their faces.
I had made a lot of money. It wasn’t that. I am not against making money. The back office staff didn’t make a lot of money. They were reasonably rewarded, but not real money, they couldn’t have retired, they couldn’t have packed up. Going elsewhere could have been a disaster for them. Most firms had their back office anyway. A lot of the firms, the American ones, would have out-sourced, or they would have put their own people in.
It would have been a disaster.
The back office staff stayed with me at CNW.
I went to see them, and told them we would not let them down.
They were loyal, and they’re still with me at Winterflood all these years later.
 
David Codd: We had lots of problems in the back office. When County took us on, they had a system that wasn’t a patch on the one we had at Bisgood. We had designed a system there where the back office and front office had an integrated system. In the front office you deal, you do something on the computer, it ends up in the back office, where I do something and the deal ends up in the dealing book. It can’t be out of synch.
County had a stand-alone dealing system, and we had a stand alone back-office system, but they didn’t talk to each other.
We could pick up a deal from the front office, but to communicate back to the dealers, we had to write it down and bring it to the dealer and ask him to put it into his position. I got rattier and rattier, because I had reams of people coming to me. There were armies of accountants, because the systems didn’t talk. It was not only the dealing system, the settlement systems didn’t talk to the Stock Exchange. We ended up out of synch three ways, out of synch with the Stock Exchange, out of synch with the dealers, out of synch with the brokers, and our staff getting bigger and bigger. In the end County had twenty fully qualified accountants actually ticking off positions every fortnight, to agree our positions with the Stock Exchange.
How did we get by without them before?
This was just after Big Bang when volumes trebled anyway.
Brian knew all about it. He wasn’t happy either, because he was getting the same flak from a different direction, from the dealing. He had gone from a place where he was in charge to a place where he wasn’t in charge. He was being told what he could and couldn’t do. He, like me, used to have bust-ups galore with them. He wasn’t a company man. I was told I wasn’t a company man because I didn’t do what the company wanted,
But in our view, what the company was doing was wrong.
They didn’t want to listen to us. They didn’t want to take our experience.
You have to think, what did they buy when they bought Bisgood?
They only bought people. They didn’t buy assets as such. Bisgood had no assets. They bought people, so you’re buying those people’s expertise. Otherwise, why bother to buy them? And then not to listen to those people, and say, look, what you’re doing is nonsense, it’s going to be a disaster. I thought the systems were a recipe for disaster.
It came to a head one day. I used to get these armies of accountants bringing down profiles on people we dealt with. One was ridiculous.
They brought down Merrill Lynch, one of the biggest companies in the world, claiming we were over-trading with Merrill Lynch.
What are you talking about?
We were told, it could be risky!
Honest!
But of course there’s no risk trading with Merrill Lynch.
Then we had a broker we dealt with quite a lot at AJ Bekhor. The accountants said there were too many trades outstanding with Bekhor. They said, you have got to chase Bekhor for all these small piddly trades. There’s five hundred of this, two hundred and sixty of that, there’s a hundred and seventy-five of the other, they have not been delivered, and there’s reams of them.
So we approached Bekhor and before we got too far, they said, hang on a minute, do you realise this is all NatWest business? We at Bekhor do all NatWest Branch Bank business. All those trades you’re telling us you want settled, well, don’t tell us, you tell your owners – NatWest – to get their fingers out of their branches and get this stock delivered to them so they can deliver to us.
So don’t have a pop at us.
At Bisgood we had this all under control.
Not at County NatWest.
We had done this business for donkey’s years at Bisgood, we ran a very tight ship, we watched the pennies. We were a small company and at the end of the day – I always used to say to the staff – you save money, it goes in the pot at the end of the year. You get a bonus, you’ll get a part, and you’ll get a bigger part by reducing costs. Get your costs down on the trading side. If we could keep interest charges down by chasing stock we wanted, and not chasing stock we don’t want, that obviously affects profit and loss.
I had two years of this nonsense, and Brian knew I was getting more and more frustrated, because we were close by then. We were close because we had been running Bisgood for years, and I dealt with him daily.
Mike Hines: I was an associate director of settlement, deputy head of back office at Bisgood, and my immediate boss was David Codd. The changeover to CNW was OK for me, because I didn’t get involved in the politics at the top end. I was more a people person having to integrate a system, and they saw me as one of the people they thought would be there for a long while.
I had a mortgage, I had no money, that is, no capital, so therefore I was quite happy to be at CNW. I did threaten to leave CNW once, and managed to get a rise in pay, on the basis that I was on the same salary I had had at Bisgood, and all the traders were on five to seven times what I was getting.
I thought, hang on, and we looked around and thought, they need us. There’s plenty of traders, but there’s only two of us in settlement. We’ve lost the ratio here, so I did go through the threatening bit. In the end CNW paid me what I wanted.
My biggest problem was trying to find someone who was actually responsible for running the business. Brian was looking after the dealers, but with back office – in a place like CNW – we were seven floors away from front office, we were a different unit. I wouldn’t see Brian from one day to the next. And I couldn’t identify who my line manager was.
They put this guy up the top as being over international markets. I went to him to see if he was actually my boss.
He went, oh, there’s nothing I can do.
He says, it’s all to do with NatWest, rather than CNW.
I said, tell me someone at NatWest for me to report to, I need to see someone about how to handle settlement if you can’t do it. As luck would have it, it did trickle down that somebody up there was interested in us, and suddenly some people in NatWest thought, Christ, we can’t lose these people over here – that is David Codd and me, because we settle all the deals for cash – so I got a rise, as did David.
Where it all went wrong was that I was still committed to the merger, so I went to the meetings. David Codd just ignored the meetings. I went to the meetings and David gave up probably after about four months. He couldn’t stand it.
We’d go into a meeting and find that they had put a set of accountants above us in the chain of command, people who didn’t know anything about settlement or markets, because NatWest needed to control numbers. We went to the meetings, and we told them about risk and it was useless. They did not understand. After four months David said to me, all we’re doing at the moment, we’re going to the meetings, we’re supplying the questions. Then we’re providing the answers.
So he gave up.
He said, I’ve had enough of this.
He actually resigned on the back of the fact that he swore quite dramatically at one of these accountants when he walked into meetings, saying, I’ve explained to you so many effing times how we work, I cannot take any more.
David rang me up that night and told me the same thing.
He said, I’ve got enough money, I don’t need this.
Obviously, I stayed there. It was a job and I was paying a mortgage. I had just bought a big house so I stayed there. It didn’t get any better. It got to the stage where part of the management had broken down because we were not talking to them. We weren’t bothering. We thought, why do I need to spend an hour in a meeting full of useless questions and answers?
It was a terrible place…
 
Brian: At CNW, though we were integrated, of course the brokers weren’t with us. Fielding, Newson, Smith were separated from us by a Chinese Wall.
They were over in one wing, and we were in another.
I had to find a way of working in this new integrated house, and that meant dealing with a famous City figure, Charlie Peel.
I had to say no to Charlie Peel!
This is Charlie Peel, of the Peels, his ancestor Sir Robert Peel founded the Metropolitan Police, which is why they were once called ‘Peelers’, and later ‘Bobbies’. Charlie is a toff, went to Eton, blooded in Egypt. I am told his old man threw him into a prostitute’s pit to teach him about sex.
Good history, has Charlie.
He was the golden boy of Fielding, Newson, Smith, an irascible character and a good bloke but you love him or hate him. He’s hyperactive, nervous is the wrong word, but he’s always moving.
He said, this will be all right, Brian, we’ll get this thing done, we’ll get all the orders, and we’ll do them through you, and that will be fine.
I said, Charlie, hold on a minute, let’s slow down here. I said, if you’re going to say to somebody you can deal in half a million of a quoted stock, we will consider it.
We can’t just put them down.
He’d say to the client, OK, you want to buy half a million of such and such a stock, yeah, we deal in that, book half a million. We would say we cannot deal in hundreds of thousands to satisfy the client, and leave us with a huge potential loss. There’s probably a market in only a hundred thousand with us.
Charlie thought this was an easy matter, we will just do the deal and he’ll book it. But that would have gone on to our book, that was Bisgood’s responsibility and Bisgood’s risk, even if we were not called Bisgood any more.
That meant it was my risk, and I wanted a say in whether or not to take that risk.
I asked, what if you want to buy them again?
Charlie said, we’ll buy a million, debit to your book.
I said, Charlie, hold on, this ain’t going to work. There are a couple of things you have got to realise. One is, yes, we want to get the first call for the business, and yes, you want to be top of the pack, and so do we. But what you’ve got to realise that there is a price and size for everything. You can’t just manufacture price and size.
It’s a different game.
He said, no, it’s all right, old boy, we’ll get the first order, we’ll do everything, we’ll do the lot.
I said, Charlie, you won’t do the lot. It doesn’t work that way. They’ll take advantage of you, while you’re being the twerp, somebody comes on and wants to do another half million.
You have got nowhere to go, because we just can’t deal.
We cannot deal that big.
I told Charlie that he must understand it, I said, you must come to us, and say, Brian, I’ve got a buyer here, can you accommodate him?
We’ll tell you back what we can do.
You’ve got to find out the price and size, and you’ll ask us, and if the deal doesn’t suit us, you’ll have to go somewhere else.
Don’t think that we are going to book every bargain that you instigate, I told him, because we’re not.
Otherwise we’ll be bust.
Charlie was accustomed to dealing with Wedd Durlacher, where you could manufacture huge prices. We were not that size. It also did not mean Wedd Durlacher always made a profit on every deal.
I told him again, in future Charlie, you don’t deal on what you think it is, you come and ask me and our dealers, and I’ll instruct them what to do.
He moaned and groaned that he couldn’t get the size he wanted, but it worked. We made money, the Bisgood part of CNW made good money.
All the other jobbing sides in the other integrated firms did not make much money.
We made money because we made our own decisions.
Brokers make commission. It’s like falling out of a tree, isn’t it? Getting commission on deals, it was easy. Normally, a broker would go to a jobber, and ask, give me a price and size on X.
Depending on the deals done we offer different prices. For instance we might quote a price of 100-103 in normal market size i.e. 25,000. He wants a price in 100,000, it would probably be 98-105 and so on.
Of course to ensure best execution he has to check elsewhere.
But this is in conflict with the prevailing idea, that in an integrated house we want to do all we can in-house.
Charlie tried to dictate the way we did things.
I said, we do not do it that way.
Charlie and I fell out over it to start with. It wasn’t a bad falling-out, because he’s not the sort of bloke to fall out with badly. He huffs and puffs, but when he knows it’s not right, he’s sensible. He became the senior partner at Peel Hunt later, sold that for forty million pounds, in what, five years? Ten years?
Absolutely fantastic bloke.
 
Charlie Peel: Brian was a very annoying guy for somebody like me, but I liked him. He was always a fighter. He fought everybody, you weren’t quite sure who he was fighting, including his own people. We got on very well together, but it was very odd. It was odd because he was a barrow boy, and while I am a barrow boy too, I went to Eton and I don’t look like a barrow boy. I think I was put slightly above Brian when we merged. It wasn’t Winterflood or us that caused the trouble. It was the County Bank guys. Actually, in hindsight, what they did, they busted the firm, really. It was stupid. They did silly things, like Blue Arrow.
Brian: There’s a classic story about Charlie Peel, which has grown, and which has a lot of theatrical licence.
The story is, we went to NatWest to do the deal over being an integrated house, and the directors are quizzing us all. They want to know what we’ve done, where we’ve been, how we’ve handled the business. Teflon Tom is asking us, me, Ed, all the other directors, and we’re giving as good an answer as we can.
This goes on for some time, and we all made a reasonable account of ourselves.
The directors of NatWest looked down their noses a bit at us, and there was nothing much to say to us jobbers. We’ve done our job, we know our job, and actually, even after talking to us, they still don’t understand it. They more or less accepted what we had to say. They thought they understood, but they didn’t. We got through our interviews without trouble.
They did the same thing with Fielding, Newson, Smith. And Tom Frost said, well, OK, you know you’re going to join us, you’ve come top of the Continental Illinois’ rating this year, mostly because of your building book and your breweries. Could you tell us, Dundas, where you stand at the moment, as a firm?
This is Dundas Hamilton. He said, yes, Mr Frost, we’re coasting along very nicely, all sectors are firing but I think it’s only right to let Charlie Peel have an input here, he’s our dealing director. But before that, you must hear from – and he named the second director, Donald MacPherson.
MacPherson addressed the Great and the Good of NatWest and said, I endorse what Dundas has got to say, we’re going along nicely, we’re being quite adventurous, we have a lot of things in the pipeline but I think you should hear from Charlie Peel, Charlie will tell you where we’re at.
Charlie gets up and gives a report, it’s comprehensive, ending with praising his research department.
Frost was impressed but wanted more details from Dundas Hamilton.
These plans, he said, what are you doing in America?
Dundas said, well actually, we should leave that to MacPherson, who stood up once more and said, yes, yes, we’ve just made our first entrance into the United States, we’ve set up a company out there, a broking subsidiary, going well, but I think Charlie’s been out there, Charlie has majored that so we should hear from him.
Charlie stood up, said oh yes, we’ve done all right, we’ve set up the book out there, it seems to be going pretty well, early days but I think we’ve got the situation under control and it looks as though it will grow.
Frost then says, you’ve told us about the UK, you’ve told us about America, now, what about the Pacific Rim? The Far East, markets of tomorrow.
Yes, said Dundas, it’s an interesting prospect, many people are out there because of this new globalisation, it’s really where we ought to be, it’s the right place, and there’s a lot of potential…but if I could put you on to Charlie Peel, Charlie is going out there, he’s going to look at it…Charlie?
Charlie said, er, well, Australia’s all right, but not Japan.
He said, I wouldn’t have anything to do with the Nips.
There was a shocked silence, and then the question.
What do you mean?
Charlie said, I wouldn’t have anything to do with the Japs, don’t like them. Don’t trust them.
Frost said in a shocked voice, we’re talking about business here.
Charlie persisted, saying, I wouldn’t do it.
Frost can’t believe what he’s hearing. Why won’t you do business with them?
Charlie said, can’t do business with them.
Look at what they did to William Holden in Bridge on the River Kwai! Thank God, Frost laughed.
That’s the sort Charlie is.
He was just being cheeky. These Old Etonians.
 
Charlie Peel: We met over the years, Brian and I, while I worked at Grieveson Grant, and then at Fielding Newson Smith. I didn’t really normally talk to jobbers, we were a bit apart. But we got to know each other well when NatWest bought Bisgood, his firm, and Fielding Newson Smith, my firm. That’s when we got to know each other, and became friendly.
When it went wrong, it wasn’t Brian’s fault. CNW had no understanding of what they had done. They had just done it for ego, you know? Jobber, broker, put them together, Bob’s your uncle. Of course they couldn’t get the best jobbers, or the best brokers, so they ended up with Fieldings. We were top of the second division, though very profitable. And Winterflood was the only jobber left. All the others had gone to Barclays, or Warburg.
Brian: Charlie did huge business, incredible size business, millions of this, millions of that, in, for example, a firm called A.B.Foods. Details of it all went back to head office every night.
Next morning, ‘er, Peel? Frost here, I want to see chapter and verse on that business in A.B.Foods.’
OK, says Charlie, puts the phone down.
He takes this crumpled piece of paper where he’s written all the bargains, and he’s thrown it on his desk.
It says, ‘buy a million, sell two million, buy five million, so on’.
Who knows what?
However, he gets this tatty piece of paper framed and sends it to Frost.
 
Charlie Peel: I left in 1985, a year after CNW had bought Fieldings, but pre Big Bang. CNW said to me, OK, you’re going to leave, but when you look for a new job, you can’t work in London. I didn’t think it was normal, telling me I couldn’t work in London, because it was part of our contract. They were letting my partners go, but they told me I had to go to America, and that I couldn’t work in London.
I remember having an interview with the Chairman of NatWest, Lord Boardman, and he said, ‘we own you’.
And I said, ‘f**k you, you don’t own me at all!’
They were hoodlums.
He fired my partners.
I went off to Morgan Grenfell in the States.
 
Jonathan Cohen: Where Charlie Peel could leave, and his team could still work, Brian couldn’t leave his team. All the way through, he would say, I’ve got people in the back office who have been with me…forever! Brian, despite the monkey comment, had an intense loyalty to his people, absolutely. It took me years to realise that, whatever the phrase was Brian used, these people had immense loyalty to him, and he was the leader of the pack. But at the time I thought it was a very disparaging remark about people who, after all, supported what he was doing. It has taken some years for me to put his comment into context and to say, no, actually, he probably wasn’t remotely being disparaging. It was actually a comment about the way that they operated and a term of endearment. Who knows?
Mike Hines: I had a memo come down from CNW where someone said, Mrs So-and-So, ex-Bisgood Bishop, she had four point so-and-so days off in the last month, you have got to discipline her.
You’re having a laugh! I said. The woman’s husband has had a heart attack.
Oh, they replied, but what about the four point so-and-so days off?
I said, look, this is a woman that I have known for twenty-five years who has worked for me at four in the morning. You can’t pay for people like that!
It’s like, when we go through these disaster recovery routines, you get the FSA and the auditors saying, well, what would happen if you did so and so?
How would your people get to work?
Look, I said, these boys will go through hell and high water to get into work. That’s just part of the firm’s culture.
The firm comes first.
But this culture did not apply to CNW.
And it all went wrong. Deservedly.
Brian: The worst thing about the new system after Big Bang – Monday, October 27, 1986 – was that we were not going to be on the floor of the Stock Exchange from that day and forever. I hated that. When we started up at CNW in 1984 and then Big Bang happened that October Monday two years later, everybody else left the floor.
We stayed.
Everyone had a pitch, but most people vacated their pitch. There were a lot of stockbrokers around the outside of the Exchange, where they still had their dealing boxes. We took the view that, if brokers had their dealing boxes there and not up in the office, then we could deal the way we always had.
Smith Brothers, the big jobbers, also decided to stay. We thought, if they’re staying, we’ll stay. They’re bigger than us. They will rope in the brokers.
But we got it completely wrong.
We eventually decided as a firm that we were wasting our time on the Floor. We had to bite the bullet and get upstairs and start screen dealing. After all, there was nobody left on the Stock Exchange Floor itself. We were dealing in a huge echoing warehouse with lots of stands around.
They were empty, nobody there.
It was terribly lonely and we didn’t want that.
A way of life died.
It was truly, as David Kynaston says, a club no more.
People relocated upstairs. Why wouldn’t they? We were spending a fortune on real estate on the Stock Exchange Floor when we could be in our office all day, in one piece of real estate, so our overhead is immediately cut by leaving the Floor. The experiment did not last for very long.
It all went away, everybody went.
It was a tragedy for me. I loved the market place.
It was a tragedy for a lot of people.
You can’t imagine the bonhomie in there, coming in every morning, seeing all your mates. There was always fun going on. People were mucking about, loads of jokes all the time, waiters flogging you everything from tinned salmon to French letters. There was racing boards down the end, there was the hustle and bustle of everything. When it got quiet, they were playing about, setting fire to your newspapers…just fun, absolutely fun, and none of it detracted from doing business.
You can’t replace that atmosphere.
If you ask the guys still in the markets at New Covent Garden, they will tell you, the atmosphere in a market is unique.
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In the beginning at CNW we jobbed merrily away and it was fine.
Where it started to go wrong was that they had executive board meetings in the mornings at nine o’clock when our business was just starting – not every day of course, but far too often – and they had them at four o’clock in the afternoon when our business was just closing, and the trading world was still awake.
Absolutely barmy.
If I wasn’t jobbing, I was overseeing jobbing. The meetings were at the wrong times. But it was their way of saying, we’re in control, we’ll do it this way.
The meetings went on far too long anyway.
I have to say, in deference to Charlie Peel, he never went to the meetings. He was an executive director, but he said, I don’t go to meetings. And he didn’t go. I won’t say he missed all the meetings, but he hardly went to any of them. He said, no, I can’t run my business this way.
I like to play the game, so I went to most meetings. I protested, but it fell on deaf ears.
We went through some ticklish periods leading up to the Big Bang. When they made a decision about anything, it was always, ‘overheads looking too high, cap ten percent of the staff’.
It was just a formula head count; ‘cut ten percent of the staff’.
It didn’t matter who the staff were or what they did. Just cut ten percent.
I was pressing at that time to recruit, because we needed more people.
I said, how can you be sacking people, and I’m taking them on?
Just to illustrate how stupid it all was, we had a an elderly man, a gofer, he got the newspapers for us, he was our messenger, he did anything and everything.
They decided to sack him, among the ten percent staff cut.
I said, don’t sack him, he picks me up in the morning from Waterloo, drives us to meetings, he drives a lot of stockbrokers at the same time, it’s all good for business.
They said, he’s got to go.
It shows you how stupid big business is, because within three weeks they had re-employed him from an agency on a temporary basis at more money than we had been paying him.
What they had done was increase, not decrease their overhead, and we had lost the good will of picking people up at Waterloo and bringing them in to do business with us. It was just stupid.
There was a lot of interference. We had people, not just Jonathan Cohen – chief executive of CNW – and Chairman Charles Villiers. As CNW chairman, Villiers did nothing but oversee. He was very nice, and we could live with him. But Cohen sent his lieutenants, people like Gavyn Casey – his bag handler really – walking around, speaking to my dealers, wasting their time and wasting my time.
There were other people in other departments turning up and also wasting my time, having meetings, talking to me, about what?
I thought, my God, this is ridiculous. We were trying to get a job done.
They annoyed me intensely.
Jonathan Cohen: Personalities exacerbated the situation but my analysis – and others have commented on this to me –is that we were actually trying to do the impossible. The bits of the jigsaw were wrong and would never have fitted. Trying to jam them together was no good. Brian, who could equally well see that this wasn’t working – as a strong character he was very opinionated on the way it could work – but I am not totally convinced he was willing to do what was necessary to make it work.
If you take a Mark Potashnik…now Mark was a different character, a softer character, but far more willing to say, maybe I have to adapt to make this work. He came from that generation, slightly below Brian who was ready to adapt his style, as indeed did a number of people in Fieldings and Wood Mac. There was undoubtedly a generation of people who said, OK, this isn’t the old market, it’s the new market, and we had better try and adapt to it. I think Charlie and Brian remained true to their origins, and actually said to themselves after this had all fallen apart, right, let’s do what we really know how to do, run a stock-broking firm, run a stock-jobbing firm.
They both went back to their origins and they both did a bloody good job.
To me, the proof is in the pudding. But that was all later.
 
Brian: Ed Puxley or I had to go to head office at Lothbury once a week, to explain how things were going. That was fine. Ed, my chairman, did most of that.
But after a few weeks, Ed said, I have had enough, I am going to resign.
He told me, we are not getting through to them.
I said to Ed, do this, do that, please do anything except leave.
He said, no, Brian, I’ve tried everything, they’re not listening and I’ve had enough. He was still a member of the Stock Exchange Council then.
He said, I’m leaving.
And they put it out that he was retiring.
He wasn’t. He was leaving, of his own volition. They paid him off, no big amount in those days, but they paid him off. They put it out to the world that he had decided to retire early.
That left me in the hot seat. I had to go and make the weekly presentation to the bank.
They took no notice of anything I said.
They sat there, listened to what we were saying, but that was all.
I thought, bugger this. I told them we would do this, and told them we would do that, just to keep the peace, and got on with our job and made a lot of money.
And it worked extremely well.
 
Mike Hines: Over the Christmas period of 1986 we were busy, so I wouldn’t have seen Brian. He was obviously having political problems. At the same time, we were doing British Gas, and on the Christmas Eve, I had a fifty million pound overdraft on the stock cash position. This is for the market-making side, and I had borrowed £50 million off Treasury. You have to remember with British Gas, people are selling the shares through the branches, there’s this wall of shares for sale, and we were on the other side of that business, buying it.
So on Christmas Eve, I totted up the numbers, and I found I needed £100 million extra.
I ring down to Treasury at CNW at about 10.30 on the morning of Christmas Eve, and asked for an extra £100 million.
Yeah, that’s OK, they said.
Normally you’d ask, why do you want £100 million?
I knew where the British Gas stock was, it was all around the branches, but how did I know the branch in Ilford had spent, like, £20 million?
I didn’t know whether the guy in Ilford was going to give me twenty million pounds worth of stock, or what.
There was just no control at all.
I put down the phone, and went home, and said to my wife, I’m not going to be working there long.
She said, oh, why’s that?
I said, when you can borrow a £100 million and no one asks why, no one queries why, that place is just full of holes.
We will piss money away.
And of course, we did, didn’t we?
 
Brian: Then the crash came, October 19, 1987, a year after we joined CNW, when, quite obviously, we lost a fortune, because we had lots of positions..
It became a one-way market, all sellers, for a while.
 
Mike Hines: The story you get off the traders is that, on the day of the 1987 crash, October 19, we come in, the world is collapsing, isn’t it?
Brian went, get your cash down – meaning sell everything and turn it into cash – you’ve got to sell, you can’t hold anything.
We kept trading all the way through the crash.
Obviously, this is inbred in all our juniors, and it’s horrible to say but some of the best days we had later were days like the London bombing in 7/7.
We had a great trading day, because we just stuck in there and traded.
Because you can trade out of it.
Yes, you’re going to lose some money, but as long as you’re trading you feed on the next deal. That is what jobbing is.
That learning curve of Brian’s has been indoctrinated in everybody in here.
He has that ability to keep people focused.
At one time it was probably through fear, there was a fear factor.
I think at that stage a lot of us began to grow up.
Brian: The difference between us, my jobbers, and other players, is that we soon started trading again, we came into work every day, some people couldn’t get in – I was speaking to the radio, television, newspapers – and within three months we had made back all our losses, which is remarkable. Our boys did extremely well. I made sure that everybody knew it.
Our reward?
Come the end of that financial year, they didn’t pay us a bonus!
They blamed other parts of CNW because of the Blue Arrow Affair.
Actually it was nothing to do with us. It was the Corporate Finance department’s responsibility.
We had to accommodate some back book positions but it was well removed from the jobbing side.
 
Laurence Marsh: CNW utilised the market-making services to disguise a transaction with Blue Arrow, and Brian was ill at the time. He had a collapsed diaphragm and was off quite a long time, nearly a month (8th September to 5th October, 1987, BM). The person in charge while he was away was quite a weak individual and was told by management, that’s what’s going to happen.
There was no way Brian would have allowed that to happen on his patch, so when he came back it had all happened.
Brian: I had always said to all my people, if you make it, you get it.
We made it.
And we did not get it.
CNW used the money elsewhere, because we were part of a Group. They paid Corporate Finance a bonus, and not us.
Can you believe it?
Charles Villiers came to see me, he had tears in his eyes.
He said, Brian, I am so sorry, it’s been decided that we should pay out a limited bonus, and it won’t be going to your people.
I said to Charles, you have just broken one of the cardinal rules. I have always said to my people, if you make it, you get it. Here I am saying to my people, you make it, and now you don’t get it.
You are undermining the profitable side of the business.
Charles Villiers made an announcement to my dealing staff that he was extremely sorry that they had been left out of the bonus allocation but it was a Group decision. Great!
That was the classic time we had a party at the Brewery behind the Barbican, and we had to pay something for the evening. It was a big, big party, and I remember going up to the bar – all our people were upset because, having turned around losses to profits, they still had to pay – and I said, well Charles, you have now proved to the whole world that you can make a balls-up of a piss-up in a brewery.
As I remember, he gave a little smile.
 
David Codd: That was another thing that went sour when we were part of County.
When we were at Bisgood, the back-office staff were just as important as the dealing staff. It was a team effort, all pulling together, and the back office knew they’d be treated well.
When we got to County they were treated like bank clerks. Their bonuses virtually dried up even though they were making money for the Group.
What actually happened with me was, on the spur of the moment, though I had been thinking about it for months, it came to a head when they recruited this American chap to take over the whole business.
This American came in one day, Mike Hines was there, I was there, and the American asked me to do something.
I virtually told him to f*ck off.
I’m not going to do this, I told him, it was ridiculous.
Then I was told that these were the company rules.
I said, I don’t give a sh*t.
Mike was sitting there, laughing, and the American went out of the office.
I said, Mike, that’s it, I’ve had enough, and I went straight out and resigned.
I had nothing to fall back on, no other job in line, nothing tied up, Brian and I had not even spoken about the future. I just made the decision, and I told Brian, that’s it, I’ve had enough, I’m off, I just can’t take any more of it, I’ll go mad. It was two weeks before Christmas that year so it was a serious decision.
Brian: Throughout that period with CNW we never had any fat on the bone. My operations have always been very lean, in as much that everybody is flexible. Our dealers do more stocks per dealer than anybody in the market. So it all looked all right. I told people that if there’s a lot to do, work all hours. If there’s nothing to do, go home. We were looking good.
Then came this directive, you’ve got to sack ten percent.
I said, don’t be ridiculous, we couldn’t possibly do that.
I said no, I’m sorry, I won’t.
They said, you’ve got to, it’s your allocation.
I said, I don’t care what it is, I am not doing it. That aggravated them.
 
I refused to go and speak to a man called Philip Rimell, allegedly the overall strategist for CNW.
I was told I had to go and explain my strategy. I said, I am not doing this, I am trying to run a business here and you’re trying to turn it into a red tape machine and I am not doing it. Of course I had a strategic view, but they employed people, gave them jobs, and told them, right, you’re in charge of strategy.
They knew nothing about the real business!
I am supposed to be going to this bloke who was trying to tell me how to suck eggs, and he knows nothing about what we are doing.
 
David Codd: He can be very difficult, Brian, but you learn how to handle him. He can fly off the handle. One moment he could be slagging off a dealer, and the next moment they’re the greatest thing since sliced bread, and vice versa. They’re on a pedestal to start, and then they’re useless, get rid of him sort of attitude. And he’s a very difficult man to actually convince you’re right. I learned over the years how to handle him, because I could manoeuvre what we might be having this dispute over, and if I knew I was right I could manoeuvre it and let him think it was his idea in the first place.
We had to work together. Brian has always been, well, he is a bit difficult, let’s leave it at that. I don’t know what other people have said about him, but he can be difficult. But he does inspire a tremendous amount of loyalty. We had a loyal staff because we looked after the staff.
Brian: We had to do a budget, and obviously, everybody has a budget. But I said to them, this is not crystal ball-gazing here, it may be on your part, but it is not with us. This is a jobbing firm. Everything could change tomorrow. There is no way we can project forwards. If you want us to say, this year we’ll make between £80 million and £100 million, OK, we think we might. But we can’t tell you anything other than that it’s a high-risk business, and it has its tops and bottoms.
Banks don’t want that.
They need you to plan ahead.
It’s like, when you get promotion in a bank, you have to do self-assessments. You write what you think you’re worth to the company, and then they do an assessment.
I refused to do that.
What are you talking about, self assessment? I’m not going to do that.
My dealers had to do that, they were employees, but I was a Director.
Bloody cheek!
All those things led up to the final Star Chamber, as I like to call it.
 
Charlie Peel: I had little difficulty with Brian, but he was sensitive about his style of business. He was always protective. It’s quite normal, but, it’s annoying when you’re trying to integrate a system. The system was probably not capable of being integrated, not with County NatWest, not short-term. There weren’t any loyalties. People were just being bid for and leaving. Brian lost quite a few people. He was very bitter about it, still is about one or two of them, he still doesn’t speak to them all these years later.
Brian: I remember this one incident with Rimell– the so-called strategist – coming up in the lift with me. The whole situation had really upset me. I hadn’t seen him for a while, then I saw him in the lift, and I had heard that he had said something derogatory about me.
I gave him such a bollocking it wasn’t true
I said, if you ever say anything like that behind my back again, I can tell you, I shall be less than pleased. You mustn’t do it and I won’t allow you to do it. It was a big thing, undermining my authority
He apologised. He said, I’m so sorry, I didn’t realise.
Actually I quite liked him.
It was a whole series of these things.
NatWest was losing hundreds of millions of pounds!
It was unbelievable. People who had worked for the Bank for donkey’s years, earning twenty-five, thirty thousand pounds, could see all these monkeys – that is, us – all of a sudden they’re paying us fifty, sixty, seventy thousand pounds.
All those commercial bankers were saying, what’s going on here?
 
The problem was, the Americans mucked it all up by treating dealers over-generously and spoiling the market so we came to think, overnight, that we were rocket scientists. Every dealer in the City was making huge sums of money. It wasn’t just us, it was the whole City, and it was because they were dealers. It’s like the hedge funds nowadays. They pay them fortunes, yet half the hedge funds go bust, and take people’s money with them. Nobody publicises that, do they?
The wages my dealers were getting were upsetting the whole of the staff of NatWest. Clerks who had been working up through the grades were particularly upset, getting promoted to managing directors of their branches and lucky to get thirty grand.
They see some young chap in the City, half their age, getting seventy-five grand.
The culture was all wrong. It upset people. You created animosity within the Group.
As a result, the Bank lost an awful lot of people. They walked. We’re talking bankers now, we’re not talking about the Stock Exchange people. Bankers could see what was going on, and many of them, I suspect, left the bank to present themselves to other banks and businesses, to say, I can do this, I can do that, pay me as much as dealers.
Our part of the business actually didn’t really lose any money. We were really efficient, but frankly over-paid.
I was in a culture quite alien to me, trying to protect my jobbing firm, and only genuinely interested in that part of the overall thing. If we lost money in my jobbing part of the business, we were letting the rest of NatWest down, and I did not want that to happen. I would input whatever the rest of CNW wanted me to input at these morning meetings to my chaps, but I concentrated on looking after my staff in this new environment. They continued to do their job, and they did it properly.
The real question was, where are we going?
How are we getting there?
I was constantly harassed with demands to sack staff.
My staff had an awful lot of faith in me. I never lied to them, so anything that went wrong, they never blamed me, albeit that I was there to take the blame. But they knew what we were asked to do was not the way we did things.
 
Mike Hines: I wasn’t at the Star Chamber the day Brian was sacked. I was way, way down the ladder. David Codd had already left the firm. The thing about Brian’s departure was, I had already decided that CNW wasn’t going to work for me and I was quite concerned. David had gone, we then had the Blue Arrow problem which they blamed on us, the market-makers, having all this stock, a huge loss, and all of a sudden we were back into the old game of, here’s your bonus, and by the way, it’s the same amount for your other sixty staff. Now they were all on overtime, so I am not denigrating their work, but my bonus was far smaller than it should have been.
There I was left with this measly amount to split among the rest of the back office staff.
It was a classic case of, how far is the message going down?
We had started life at CNW making thirty million pounds, and this in difficult markets after the 1987 stock market crash. We were supposed to have expenses of something like £13 million. In the end they loaded us with expenses of something like £18 or £19 million.
Even saying that, we still made £12 million.
Of course, they lost all that money in Blue Arrow, and they told us, oh yeah, you haven’t made anything.
But, we said, Blue Arrow was nothing to do with us!
By this time I had already lost it.
We did British Gas, the privatisation, an incredible issue. The amount of paper generated, lorries came and delivered contract notes, stock certificates, things like that. It was huge. And it was amazing how anybody could process what we were doing.
The guidance from NatWest was, don’t worry about process, just go out and get the business, and we’ll look after processing the deals. But they couldn’t look after it. They couldn’t process it, they didn’t know what they were doing.
We got all this business, but it was no bloody good to us. They cut thousands. They were under the spotlight for what we had done and what we hadn’t done. It was not just us, it was all the banks, they all came unstuck.
Compliance was very young then. Regulations were not set in stone, but they were there. We had to abide by the rules, of course we did, but we all outgrew our capabilities, because of this attitude, go out and get the business at any price. It floored everybody. I think the NatWest group itself lost £380 millions. Vast amounts of money.
Brian: The final straw with CNW was that I kept on saying, we have to be an issuing firm. We need a stock-broking side that can issue shares, that is, do IPO’s. We already had Fielding, Newson, Smith, but I said to Jonathan Cohen, we need a really strong guy to run the stock-broking side of the business. I told Cohen, the only bloke I know who’s any good is John Chiene, and he’s at Wood Mackenzie. The merchant bank, Hill Samuel owned Wood Mackenzie at the time, and Wood Mackenzie, based in Edinburgh, had a very good reputation in the oil sector. John Chiene was well-known in a cavalier type of way.
I said, I really think we ought to look at him and employ him.
 
Charlie Peel: People insulted Brian in a funny way. They looked down on him, and they shouldn’t. He asked for it, because he was sometimes so flamboyant. It was difficult, anywhere in the City, when he made so much money. It’s like, when you’re a manager and George Best scores every Sunday, and you’re trying to punish him for drinking too much, and he scores a hat-trick every Saturday, you can’t punish him. You’ve got to let him go on doing what he does until he stops scoring goals. Brian Winterflood was like George Best. He went on and on and on, doing well, and he had good people he had brought with him to CNW, loyal people, loyal to Brian, actually. He was very brave, Brian, when he was ill at County Bank, I was in America. He had this awful diaphragm disease, every time he went to have a swim, which he loved, his lungs went up, and he could hardly breathe.
He was treated very badly by County Natwest.
They didn’t like him, even though they thought they had bought him. They had a view on him, it was probably a class thing. None of them at County were really top class. One or two, perhaps, but they were middle class people, and they’re the worst. They can’t take successful lower class people. Upper class people, they can, we love ‘em actually, the lower class people get the money.
 
Brian: We all go off to Hill Samuel to look at John Chiene’s work at Wood Mac, because Hill Samuel owned Wood Mackenzie, and they’re going to sell it and it’s all terribly secretive.
It did not help when we got out of the cab at their building in Wood Street, and people on the street were saying ‘Hello, Brian, how are you? What are you doing here?’
We spent the whole afternoon and evening looking at their books, went back the next day and looked at their books again and finally got a picture together.
Then I said to Cohen, we don’t want this. This deal is wrong.
Their books are in a mess, they don’t know how to job.
They did have a stock-broking arm, but they jobbed as well.
I know about jobbing, and I said, they’re in a mess, they don’t know what they’re doing, we don’t want to take this, lock, stock and barrel.
It was John Chiene that had allowed Wood Mackenzie to get into that position, so I said we don’t want him.
I had made one judgement of him and his company from afar but when I saw it up close, I changed my mind. I think he felt he was a bit grand and above all the day to day stuff. He was certainly their spokesman, and he was keen on the analyst side of the business which had acquired a good reputation.
He was quite a good name, actually, and he had one or two lieutenants who, again, I didn’t think they were doing things right.
Anyhow, I said, I don’t think we should do this. I know we shouldn’t do this.
We all went home that night with mixed views and Jonathan Cohen had me into his office the next day.
He said, well, whatever you say, we’re doing it.
I said, be it on your head, but I am telling you, we shouldn’t be doing it.
He said, well, we are.
We’re going to take Chiene.
 
Jonathan Cohen: Charlie Peel had left, and Charlie had left a big gap. The question became then, who could run this combine? Have we got anybody inside?
I didn’t think Brian could do it.
I didn’t think the brokers would accept Brian, particularly with his emphasis on the small-cap end. There was nobody appropriate in the equities agency side, and that’s what led to us saying that we needed to find another solution.
I think, with hindsight, it was a strategy of despair, really.
We had failed to make the merger work.
We went to see John Chiene at Wood Mackenzie. They had tried to sell themselves to Hill Samuel, but that had fallen through.
I thought that in John Chiene, there was somebody who had built a very successful business and was a natural business builder. He understood the relationship between the big institutions and the small, and I felt that if anybody could bring it all together, it could be him.
But John Chiene and Brian did not get on terribly well.
It very rapidly became apparent that this was not going to work.
Although I doubt Brian would believe it, it was as traumatic for me as it was for him.
Brian: Cohen thought that with Chiene bringing his staff in, CNW were going to set the world on fire. But bringing in Cheine’s staff would dilute my people’s influence on the business, bringing his own staff to integrate, supposedly, but they would have got the best books.
Their chaps would have been favoured over mine.
I said, that’s not the way it works, but Cohen went along with it, and he thought it was a great idea.
He was very impressed by John Chiene, and that’s what he wanted.
And of course, I had been getting up their noses for some time.
These people at County NatWest had been the most successful new merchant bank for a few years. They were the smallest, but they had all the right ingredients and they had non-risk business. They thought they were going to be the merchant bank. Then they took on this business that they didn’t understand, not just Bisgood but Fielding, Newson, Smith as well, they didn’t really understand how it worked. All they knew was that you had to have all sides of the triangle, merchant bank, stockbroker, stock jobber.
They saw something that appealed to them and tried to make it work, but it wasn’t ever going to work.
They got fed up with me complaining about it and telling them they were barmy.
Jonathan Cohen: With hindsight, could we have played it differently? We would have ended up with a thorough-going market-making business in small stocks, and in theory we could have searched around for an individual to replace Chiene, but Chiene had brought his people in and I felt that he might just succeed in leading the combined business.
Brian felt that the Wood Mac people would supersede his own in jobbing, and he probably was right.
Yet the Wood Mac people were dealing at the end of the market that strategically made more sense.
No disrespect to Brian’s people who were bloody good – may have been better than Wood Mac’s – but in terms of what they were dealing in, it was a mismatch. Again, the fault, undoubtedly, must lie back with the architects of this entire exercise, and I must take my share of this responsibility. I don’t think any of us realised in the early days quite what a mismatch this was.
Or that none of the players would take very kindly to one of them from another firm being in charge.
Brian, I don’t think, finally, was happy to take any kind of – I won’t say orders because we did not operate on an orders basis, though he may characterise it that way – but I think he basically wanted to run his own ship his own way.
Brian: The last straw was John Chiene going to be Chief Executive of the integrated house, the broking/jobbing, as an integrated business.
He was going to be my boss.
The man who had buggered up Wood Mackenzie!
I said, no, sorry, I cannot do that, I cannot serve under John Chiene. He’s not going to be my boss.
He might be a boss on the broking side but he certainly wasn’t going to be the boss of the jobbing side.
This was not personal pique. I quite liked the bloke, actually, but I still didn’t want him being over me running my business.
That was that. Fait accompli, final.
I said, frankly, this is going nowhere in my opinion.
And they said, right, we’re going to have a big executive board meeting.
 
I always think of it as a Star Chamber. This was in January 14, 1988, a Thursday, about three months after the market crash that had exposed the Blue Arrow affair. I had missed the whole Blue Arrow thing because I had been ill for a month, problems with breathing and my diaphragm.
They told me that all the County NatWest Executives would be at the meeting and they would be discussing me and my future.
I don’t think that meeting was a Board Meeting, per se.
They said, we’re having a meeting with all the Executive Directors, we’d rather you stay out here for the moment, we’re all going to discuss where we’re going, what we’re doing.
I said, hold on a minute, I am part of this. I am an Executive Director.
They said, yes, but for the moment, it isn’t part of you.
I wasn’t invited but some of my Directors were.
 
Then I was summoned to hear the verdict.
We’ve had this long discussion, they said, we’ve spoken to all sides.
These are the alternatives.
You toe the line, be sacked, resign, or you can retire.
They said, we’d like you to leave tonight.
Tonight!
Christ, I am an Executive Director, I’ve got all my people here, I’ve let them down in as much as we have not paid them their bonus because these bloody fools have mucked it all up.
I said, I need to speak to my staff.
They said, you can do that in good time, but we’d like you to leave the premises tonight.
I am fifty years old and I had worked at Bisgood Bishop for thirty years.
I had a big house and a huge mortgage and a second home in Corsica and three children in private education.
I thought I had reached the top of my profession and I was now being told to get out of the City in which I had spent all my life.
I looked at them and said well, OK, let’s do the one thing that’s very sensible.
Let’s get the lawyers to speak to each other to work out the best exit.
The exit I chose was resignation, as it was the most profitable.
Jonathan Cohen said, I have to tell you that if you speak to the press – I was well-known to the press – if you speak to the press, he said, we will encourage the authorities to look badly on your ex-gratia payment.
In other words, the message was, you’ll be paying tax on it.
I sat there.
I was a bit numb.
I wasn’t terribly worried or over-excited or anything.
I was thinking, you load of bastards.
I was angry, but that was because I thought, they’ve made another cock-up. I didn’t think, nobody loved me. I just thought, what a stupid thing.
 
Stephen Lewis: Like many others elsewhere in the City, I didn’t hear about Brian as an individual until his great falling-out with County NatWest. It seemed that Brian was presenting himself as the champion of the small investor and small stocks. At the time the tendency with almost all the well-known houses in the City was towards concentration on large investors and large stocks, so he was very much going against the spirit of the age. Among those people who had been in the City before Big Bang there was a very warm feeling towards Brian, because none of us really liked the way the City was going. We were rather pleased that there was somebody willing to stand out against the flow.
He was seen very much as a character, an individual who was making a stand. I think it would be fair to say at the time that most of the comment suggested that this is a nice try, but it probably won’t work.
Brian proved everyone wrong, and discovered that there was a very worthwhile lucrative market to be exploited. I know that no other jobbers joined him. The problem he faced there was that most other jobbers at that point in time – and we’re talking late ‘80’s – they were playing the game of musical chairs around the big houses, picking up golden handshakes and golden hellos as they did so. They wouldn’t have been interested in actually doing a job of work which involved a long-term commitment. They were like that because there were hundred of thousands, millions of pounds even, of international commercial bank’s money up for grabs. They were looking after their own best interests. They didn’t feel that they had a mission to save the London market. They didn’t really care what happened to the London market as long as they got their millions.
That was the general feeling at the time, that this was a bonanza that would never be repeated, and you had better grab what you could while it was there.
Brian: I accept that CNW might say that it wasn’t my business how the whole group worked, that it was their business, but if you asked my people whose business it was, especially the jobbing side, that would not be the answer you would get. I was an Executive Director, the same as all those chaps around the Star Chamber. I wasn’t one of the boys on the dealing desk any more. I was a very real part of the management team.
There they were, going to depose me.
I said to those in the Star Chamber, there is just one thing I would like to say to you chaps before I go. I may be sitting in this chair today, but it won’t be long before you lot are sitting in exactly the same place, but for a different reason.
They said, yes, OK, now, we’d like you to leave tonight.
They gave me a black sack. I didn’t even say goodbye to my people.
They told me to clear my desk, everything else would be sent to me in a few days time.
It was horrible.
I am not the type to go and have a drink. I think I had a cup of tea, but I went out, found my car, and drove home.
 
The press took a lot of notice of my leaving, although I did not go out and tell them the entire story.
The day it happened, I remember it was daylight, January 14th, so the Star Chamber meeting must have been in the early afternoon.
I saw Doreen and said, we’re out of a job, love.
She was terribly understanding, she always is.
I hadn’t phoned her beforehand.
I said, the whole thing has blown up at last.
One of the wonderful things about wives is that, if they’re not terribly interested in business, you can blow off hot air to them. They’ll never argue with it, because they don’t understand it. Doreen would listen, and she was always on-side, because she is not ignorant about business.
She understood but would not argue about the rights and wrongs.
She would say, should you have done that? But technicalities with the business, she wouldn’t understand.
The safety valve for me was Doreen being there, with our kids, and doing a fantastic job. The children were at school – Mark at Charterhouse, Guy at Dulwich, and Sarah was fourteen and at Putney Park – they were all at expensive private schools, but don’t forget, I had just made a lot of money.
I had not made enough money to retire on, and I might have to choose a different lifestyle for a while until I got back behind the wheel. I wasn’t destitute. The children would be at school until they were eighteen, and of course I didn’t have enough money to pay for that.
People were beginning to phone me up by then.
I am not the sort of person that thinks he’s the best thing since sliced bread, I really am not. In my assessment of myself, I suppose in a way I am rather modest. It’s only when I get with other people that I realise they’re never quite as clever as I think they should be.
But I was apprehensive.
I was thinking, God, it is all very well to go back into the game but CNW are a powerful enemy within the City.
In hindsight, they would not have put the blockers on me, but they certainly would not have spoken well of me. They had just made the decision to get rid of me.
Actually, it was different then. Nowadays, it seems to me that, however infamous you are you can still keep playing. Then, I wasn’t infamous, maybe I was famous in a small way, but nevertheless there were many people who would ostracise you because of people in high places. It doesn’t happen now.
If people make a mistake, now, and they’ve made a big balls-up of something, it’s forgotten. Bad leavers, people who get things wrong, nowadays get paid off with huge sums. Good leavers only get what is statutorily due to them. Something is wrong here, I cannot think why, and I do not subscribe to this view.
The old City of London did not give you a second chance.
I was very worried because I was familiar with the old City. I had been in it for thirty years, and I knew something of how it worked, or how it used to work.
I thought, I certainly don’t want to land up doing big banking stuff again, and I don’t want to land up with some tin-pot outfit.
I wasn’t sure what I was going to do.
I knew that I had some more money coming in because they had to pay me off, so I wasn’t over-worried about immediate cash.
 
Jonathan Cohen: I had not a nano-second’s doubt that Brian would re-emerge. I was well aware that at that point the relationship between him and John Chiene had become toxic, and we had to bring that to an end. It was becoming a complete shambles. But I didn’t feel for a second that Brian was being sent out into the cold. I spend my life now mentoring people who are in their early fifties and are restarting on new careers; I was absolutely certain Brian would re-emerge. I would be very surprised that anyone who really knew him well didn’t also think, ‘he’ll be back’.
I have a huge respect for Brian.
I characterise my time at County as twelve of the best years of my life, and two of the worst. Leaving aside Blue Arrow, which was obviously terrible, the knowledge that our strategy was not working and was unworkable, was hugely personally demoralising.
Seeing it all disintegrate, even though it was happening elsewhere in the City, was a very dispiriting time.
Brian: I went upstairs just to sit down and think about things in our bedroom.
I remember thinking, will the phone go?
Then the phone did go, which surprised me. It was one or two people saying, sorry to hear about this, we’d like you to come and have a chat. That, actually, gave me a fillip. I always felt that the team I had been trading with would follow me, somewhere.
I had already been speaking to David Codd, and to Mark Potashnick. I thought we would do something together, I had to find a vehicle that would make us money.
But nevertheless, they were there – in jobs, or had chosen to retire – and I was here, jobless.
It was easy for my people to say, we’re definitely going to leave CNW to join you, but it was early days.
The real shock is the realisation that you’ve got a family and you’ve got no job. I thought, well, that’s a bit rough. I didn’t get suicidal or anything like that. Doreen was an absolute rock. She said, darling, we’ll take some time off, really understanding, a wonderful woman.
I said, well, actually, we’ve got to go away, because they told me if I speak to the press I’m in trouble.
 
The press knew a lot anyway, and marked the whole debacle with a cartoon showing the share price for CNW peaking at what was called the ‘Winterflood Level’, and then plummeting.
Carol Leonard reported for The Times the day after Winterflood was sacked, ‘Mr USM will not be retiring’. The Daily Mail referred to ‘the demise of ‘one of the City’s most likeable characters’, and in the same article speculated that ‘ CNW may find it expensive to stop Winterflood taking his team to one of the big Japanese houses said to be sniffing around.’ The Independent headlined its story, ‘Top Market Maker quits CNW’, while the Daily Telegraph reported Jonathan Cohen saying: ‘there were differences over our management structure and policy’.
That weekend’s Observer (17/01/88) commented that ‘what rankled most was that WoodMac were considered to have market-making skills equivalent to the former Bisgood Bishop jobbers…a substantial walk-out is now expected by Brian Winterflood’s 85-strong market-making team, all of whom will be subordinate to the incoming team from WoodMac’.
Brian: Doreen and I decided we were going on a cricket tour to watch the Test matches in Australia and New Zealand, so they could never accuse me of doing anything wrong with the Press.
I remember sitting on the bed, thinking, Christ, I’ve got to do something about this.
The phone rang. I picked it up, and it was a chap saying, I think it was a broker from Fox, Pitt-Kelton, and he said, ‘would you like to come around and talk to us?’
I said, it’s very nice of you, and I obviously haven’t decided to do anything yet. In fact, I’m going away, I’ll be away for a few weeks, and I’ll think about what I’m going to do when I get back.
Then I was rung up by a young woman, a solicitor, who had left UBS. She said, ‘do you think we could get together and do something jointly?’
I did get together with her, and she wanted to try and do something in bearer bonds and fixed interest, set up a business between us, my reputation and her so-called expertise. She was a lovely girl, very wealthy, but the business was never going to be anything. I said, no, I don’t want to do this, and she went off and she set up a solicitor’s practice and I used her as my solicitor.
Then Hugh Hughes came on and said, Brian I’d like to see you, we could do this and that with you.
He was with the brokers, Durlacher, now defunct, not to be confused with the distinguished jobbers, Wedd Durlacher!
I like Hugh, but again, I wouldn’t get into bed with Durlacher.
It was all about reputation.
Once you get in, you’re tarred.
Not me.
Julian Palfreyman: At CNW, as far as USM was concerned, we had had a great year the year Brian walked, and continued to trade for record profits, but very little bonus. Someone in the Japanese warrants part of CNW did their conkers, and the Blue Arrow situation meant that bonuses across the board were drastically reduced. We felt better than others because we had been profitable, but the main trading room was on the twenty-third floor of County, and one day we were told that the USM team was going to the eleventh floor, because there wasn’t enough room on the 23rd floor for us.
We knew then that we were being marginalised and looked upon as second-class citizens.
The writing was on the wall.
Dave Macnamara and I became disillusioned with CNW, because of this marginalising. We had the market crash of October, 1987, and by January 1988, the month Brian walked out, Dave Mac and I were talking to some people to head up a market-making team elsewhere. We wanted to replicate what we had had at Bisgood Bishop. At the time we were talking to ANZ Bank, Australia-New Zealand Bank. It would have been the two of us and we would have taken the team of traders who were working with us then.
It was at this time that Brian was sacked.
I sensed it was coming because the personality clashes among the senior people were so obvious. Because CNW was such a big organisation I did not really see the in-fighting myself, but I heard that things were not good.
I wasn’t surprised when Brian went because of the clash of strong personalities.
I think Brian probably forced their hand.
The trading teams felt that Brian’s leaving was inevitable, and also, because of the scale of the organisation, fifteen floors below everyone else, we felt we had been forgotten, really. Whereas Brian was synonymous with USM when we were Bisgood Bishop, as part of CNW he was helping to run a much bigger organisation. Things had changed. As a result, we considered our personal positions. We had to get out of County before they got rid of us, because that was the way it was going to go.
Brian: Doreen and I had a very good holiday. I was not overly worried. It’s not as if I had lost a job and had no money. But I had lost a job and only had a certain amount of money and I was fifty years old.
I was flattered, people ringing up, that was nice.
We were in Auckland and David Codd, Mark Potashnik and I had arranged that we would eventually set up a business in London together so David and I would write a business plan. David Codd, my Finance Director from Bisgood days, was onside. He had retired from CNW because of the conditions there and his wife was not very well but was now anxious to get back to work.
Mike Hines was still at CNW and fully in touch with the Back Office Staff.
Mark Potashnik, my No.2 at CNW, would organise the Dealing Team, but we had to be very careful about enticing staff so it was all done at arm’s length.
 
Mike Hines: When I heard Brian had gone I thought, Christ, we have just lost one of our best traders, but it wasn’t too bad for me. Brian leaving, one of my best mates, Mark Potashnick, was then naturally in charge so I still had links with the traders. I still had a point of contact, it didn’t matter to me whether it was Brian or Mark, and then there was Jeff Green, he was the next senior trader and he took over from Mark when Mark left. Brian was high up in the hierarchy by then. Other than saying hello, Brian and I wouldn’t have been mates. I would only have seen Brian at cocktail parties, and a bit of day to day work. He was senior ranking and unless I had a trading problem – when I would go to him – I might have a chat to him.
The trouble was, we were really busy.
We were all in our own little commands, working bloody hard.
What happened over that Christmas made me certain that CNW would crumble.
After that, it wasn’t hard to leave.
David Codd was really the man wooing us, coming up to the City for a drink, though he’d retired from CNW. Me and David were good mates, therefore he could turn up in the pub local to CNW and no one would take any notice.
David Codd: This is where we started with the Union Discount side. Brian had been at a City function and bumped into a chap called John Sclater, a director of Yamaichi Bank, but John was also a director of Union Discount. Brian rang me and said he had been approached by John Sclater, who had said to him, I know you are not very happy where you are.
Would you be interested in setting up a new market-making company?
Brian asked me, are you interested?
If something crops up, do you want to get involved?
He needed me – or someone like me – to run the back office.
I said, yes, of course, I would be interested if you could tell me a bit more.
He said, well, I don’t know anything more at the moment.
Then a few weeks later, Brian blew up and he walks out and that was it, he had to get his plastic bag, they didn’t even give him time to collect his stuff. Brian called me again and said, look, I’ve resigned, do you want to go ahead with this, setting up a new company?
By that time he had established it was Union Discount behind the idea of going independent, and a lovely fellow called Graeme Gilchrist, Chief Executive there, was all for it. Brian told me he was pretty much on gardening leave, and had to get out of the country for three months.
I thought I had put aside enough money when I resigned, but I was only forty-eight years old, a bit young really to retire. I had made a few pounds over the years on investments. As it turned out, resigning was foolish, leaving when I did, because I would not have been comfortable with the amount of money I had in those days – approximately half a million pounds, which seemed like a lot then – today obviously it doesn’t.
Brian decides we will form a new company, backed by Union Discount. He said to me, you handle it while I am away, keep in touch with faxes and phone numbers en route in hotels where he was staying. I did the recruiting. At times it was devious. A number of people at CNW were desperate to get out as well, but didn’t have an out. There was no way for them to know that Brian and I were setting up a new company, it was all cloak and dagger stuff.
To give you an idea of how far down the scale this plot went, I was seen going into Union Discount’s office one day, and one of the messengers went back to the office and said to Mike Hines, what’s going on? I’ve just seen David Codd going into Union Discount, if you’re going to do something, tell him I’m interested, so even the messengers wanted to come with us. They knew they had been looked after in Bisgood days, and they had become a nonentity with CNW.
Brian: I was still in Australia, and Guy, my eldest son, called me on February 22, not even 40 days after I had been sacked, and said that the whole Board of CNW had resigned! That they had been asked to resign!
Jonathan Cohen, gone!
Charles Villiers, gone!
Gavyn Casey, gone!
They had made a complete and utter balls of the whole thing, that’s why they were asked to resign.
They were just a shambles.
I thought, that is the best thing that’s ever happened.
It was the Main Board of the clearing bank, National Westminster Bank itself, that asked them to resign.
Sweet Justice.
 
The Evening Standard, in a hostile comment the following day, focused on the resignations of Charles Villiers and Jonathan Cohen, and said ‘It’s the sack and a million pounds’, asking ‘Why should such spectacular failure be so richly rewarded?’
A darker comment from the Daily Telegraph said ‘The fear and loathing within County NatWest erupted last night with resignations from Chairman Charles Villiers and Chief Executive Jonathan Cohen…’
Financial Weekly carried a two-page article on the troubles at CNW two months later, pin-pointing one of the main problems at the stricken firm: ‘Jobbers and traders are probably not the easiest people to manage effectively. But Brian Winterflood has the right leadership qualities to keep intact a team of hard-boiled and sometimes bloody-minded individuals for whom risk-taking and pushing things to the limit are almost second nature’.
 
Jonathan Cohen: If we had been able to say, OK Brian, run Bisgood Bishop as you see fit, so long as you produce the profit line – and Charlie, run Fieldings as you see fit, so long as you produce the profit line – we would have probably all have got on famously, and all be sitting around the table now, saying ‘didn’t that go well?’.
Where I see the true story is in Peel Hunt and in Winterflood Securities. Those are the creations of these two very talented people – in their different ways – but they succeeded because they did it their way and were left alone. They were not trying to be integrated.
I don’t think Brian was ever integratable. I suspect that Close never integrated him. They put him on the Board – I don’t know that story – but Brian is his own man. As all of us, he has all the merits of his defects, and all the defects of his merits. He’s a very talented guy, but there’s the Winterflood way and then…there’s the Winterflood way. And God bless him.
Brian: One reassurance for me, so many thousands of miles away from the scenes going on in London, was that one of my protégés, Mark Potashnick was on-side, sending these faxes to me.
It was only when we got home that we discovered that he was playing us against somebody else.
Mark Potashnick was approached by David Neesan at Morgan Stanley, because Mark had got quite a reputation by then in the Shipping Market. He was a talented boy, a good jobber, a good personality, and the big thing then was who you knew, not what you knew. It was good to be a jobber and a good dealer, and if you knew the man that had the order you were more than halfway home. Mark was a great pal of people in two firms who were very big in shipping. One firm was Tilney and the other was Hoare Govett. Mark knew both these blokes very well, and they did all their business through him. He grew under a Senior Partner, Rory Forrester, and made a name for himself.
He was regarded.
David Neesan had been a blue button with us years before, but went up through the ranks and then went off and became a Managing Director at Morgan Stanley. This was a huge job. It only came home to me, really, after a few years, just how big his job was, because, every three years David Neesan would say to me, if you’re getting rid of your Volvo, do you think I could buy it? I did that, twice, sold my Volvo to him.
The third time I came to sell my Volvo, he said, Brian, don’t think I’m being rude, but I’ve got two Mercedes and three Landrovers.
I said, just thought I’d ask.
David approached Mark Potashnick because he knew Mark, having worked with him.
He said, Mark, I wonder if you’d like to come and speak to me?
Mark said, well I am going off with Brian if I go anywhere, I am not doing anything at the moment.
David said, do come in and we’d just like to have a talk.
So Mark says, might as well find out, for God’s sake.
David offers him two hundred and fifty thousand up front to go to them. This is in 1988. There’s no bonus involved, that two hundred and fifty thousand is the come-hither. He offered Mark a hundred and twenty-five thousand salary, share options as well I believe, a company car, possibly two company cars if he really wanted one for his wife, all his papers paid for, medical, this, that and the other, a fantastic deal.
Mark says, oh, I am absolutely overwhelmed, but I can’t do it.
David said, go and consider it.
Mark did go and consider it, because he flew to America to speak to the Morgan Stanley head honchos over there. He was saying to himself, Christ, that’s more money than I ever dreamed of. He had just cashed in, sold his shares in Bisgood Bishop, and done well out of that, and here was joy beyond joys.
So he takes the bloody job!
He is still sending back faxes to me in Australia about our game plan, and he was a central part of this plan.
He didn’t have the balls to tell me he had done this other deal.
 
By now I was planning to get back my people. I had found a sponsor after a call from John Sclater at Union Discount before I went to Australia, and I said I would be in touch with everybody else.
I did not know that Mark had agreed to accept the Morgan Stanley offer.
This was not the end of the tale.
Charlie Hugh-Williams, a famous jobbing figure in the City, phones Mark up and says, we would like to speak to you. Charlie was at Kleinworts. He had been a reasonably senior partner with Wedd Durlacher, but had made the biggest cock-up in history by buying a huge chunk of Premier Oil, and losing millions.
Charlie said, Mark, I have known you for a long time, just come and talk to us.
Mark said, I can’t, I’ve done a deal, I have shaken hands on it.
Yet Mark goes to see Charlie, and Charlie says, we know what you’ve been offered, again E&OE. We’d like to offer you £250,000 as a come-hither, a salary of £150,000 a year, and you can have your papers, and your BUPA and your expenses and so on, plus share options.
This was big money to do the job he was going to do, probably head of jobbing, which is what he would have done for me.
He thinks, Christ, this is getting better and better.
He goes back to Neesan and says, David, can I come and see you?
David says, yes. They hadn’t signed anything, they had just shaken hands on a deal. He told Neesan what he had been offered.
David said, well, I think you’ve got to do it, I’ll let you off the hook. Mark accepted this new offer from Kleinwort.
The reason it was such a good offer was that Neesan had been making his offer in dollars, and Charlie at Kleinwort had made his offer in pounds, because whatever Charlie claimed about knowing about the Morgan Stanley deal, he didn’t know the Neesan offer had been made in dollars.
You can imagine the gearing. All of a sudden, Mark had doubled and doubled and doubled.
It’s Guinness Book of Records stuff.
Understand this, Mark was going behind my back and was willing to screw the rest of the people involved in the new set-up.
His excuse to me was, I had to look after my family, I had to put my family first.
Balls, I said.
Many more people had a lot at stake with our plans and they also had families.
When we got home, Doreen and I arranged to meet Mark and Cecile, at that restaurant in Covent Garden named after the famous architect, Inigo Jones.
By then, I had found out all about Mark’s behaviour.
I told him, I think your behaviour is beyond the Pale.
Doreen really tore into him. She remembered him from the time I had brought him into the firm as a young boy.
I said, I’m probably never going to speak to you again.
In fact, I won’t speak to you again.
Doreen felt the same.
 
Mike Hines: Mark Potashnick said he was going to Kleinworts for a sum of money, and Brian doesn’t speak to him now because he feels Mark let him down. I still talk to Mark, I had lunch with him not long ago, and Mark says that Brian always knew he was going to Kleinworts. Brian says this is rubbish. At the time, Mark had a family, mortgage, all the rest of it, and he was reasonably young then, but he was being offered – guaranteed – five million pounds over three years, and that was in 1988.
Five million pounds guaranteed on one hand, against starting up a market-maker on the other hand, what would you choose?
As Mark Potashnick said, he went along with Brian in setting up Wins, but he claims he kept saying to Brian, you know I’ve got this other job.
Brian denies this.
Mark claims Brian wouldn’t acknowledge this fact.
Brian won’t speak to him now.
Brian: The whole world is immoral, isn’t it? I am told that nobody thinks badly of Mark Potashnick now, except me. He’s got an islet off the coast of Denmark, he’s got this big house, he’s made a vast amount of money. He is retired, he doesn’t work any more. Few in the City would know him. They did when he retired, but not now.
My main regret was that I was fond of his lovely wife, Cecile.
 
I categorically deny that he had told me he had been propositioned, and in any case, he had already committed himself to David Codd and I.
Interestingly enough, many people have told me that they would probably not have joined me at Winterflood Securities if Mark had been part of the Management.
 
He could easily have broken up my team.
How can I possibly forgive him?
I don’t like selfish people
He could have taken some of the dealers with him. They were all in jeopardy. I think he did take a couple of my dealers, but of no consequence. He already had a dealing team at Kleinworts so he didn’t need to take anybody. We had already had this betrayal once with Terry Connor who went off to Citicorp.
The three of us, Potashnick, David Codd and me, we were going to be the core of a new company. Everybody knew this.
David had come back from retirement, and I was in purdah.
And then Mark let us down.
People like him, they hate enemies. Mark Potashnick, Terry Connor, exactly the same, two of a kind, can’t stand being disliked, can’t stand being shunned by ex-friends.
They would do the dirty on you, but still want you to be a friend.
 
He rang, and he rang, and he rang. I never took a call.
Then one day he rang me up on the STX, an internal telephone system. I picked it up because these calls weren’t fielded by the switchboard.
He said, don’t put the phone down, please don’t put the phone down, it’s Mark Potashnick.
I said, I don’t want to speak to you.
He said, just hear me out for five minutes.
He said, look Brian, I know a lot has gone before us and it’s a long time ago. Can I buy you lunch, anywhere in the City, anywhere in the West End, anywhere in the country, you choose the menu, you choose the wine.
I said, I don’t want to go to lunch with you. I am not interested in having lunch with you.
It was quite obvious this was a man who cannot stand having something like this on his conscience, that he’s not liked. That he’s despised.
I said, OK, then, I want to go to the Savoy, we’ll go to the River Room, and it will be an hour.
We met at the River Room. I am quite sure I never shook hands with him. We sat down. I ordered everything on the menu that I could think was really expensive. It was childish, but satisfying. I ordered the best wines I could find. It was not £1,000 a bottle, but it was a lot of money.
He told me the situation was unfortunate, that he had to look after his family…the same excuses. He didn’t actually use the words, forgive me, but that’s what he was asking for. He didn’t want ever to be the wrong side of anybody. There are people like that. He must have known what I felt, how I would treat him, but he just wanted to try it.
I hardly drank the wines, and I ordered brandies and I left.
I have never spoken to him since.
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Jonathan Cohen (left) and Brian at CNW, with David Reed before the Star Chamber event.
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Press reaction on the day Brian got the sack from CNW.
 
 
 
 
Winterflood Securities start-up.
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The first ‘WINS’ Christmas card.
 
￼[image: Image 101]
Brian with Angela Knight; he’s receiving an award from APCIMS.
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Beginnings at CISCO, now QCA. From left, Brian, Andrew Beeson, John Davies, Mark Cramsie.
 
￼[image: Image 103]
Setting up of the ‘GILTS Book’. From left, Adrian Ireland, Ian Phipps, Jo Clark, Brian, Barry ‘The Cultured’ Pearl.
 
 
Brian and Doreen on NASDAQ in New York – both by invitation.
 
￼[image: Image 106]
‘WINS” goes into Europe.
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‘WINS’ start to deal in American stocks.
 
￼[image: Image 108]
Brian at the Venice Carnival with Doreen, eldest son Guy with wife Jacqui. ‘Everyone should go once in their lives’.
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Second time around and both just as lovely, my wife and the Taj.’
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Brian and Doreen at Ascot.
 
￼[image: Image 113]
HRH Prince Michael of Kent, Doreen and Brian at a function of Winterflood’s favourite charity, REMEDI (Research and Rehabilitation Trust). The Prince is Patron, and Brian was President at the time.
 
[image: Image 114]
Brian picked up the review section of a Sunday broadsheet to read a story about sex and the elderly illustrated with a picture of him and Doreen in a romantic clinch. ‘Quality sex for the over-sixties and over-seventies is the way forward,’ said the caption. ‘It must be in the public domain’, said Brian, ‘because it is not a photograph we have got. We know it was at a ball at the Dorchester.’ Last word must go to one of the Winterflood offspring: ‘Just as well it’s mum’.
 
￼[image: Image 115]
At 66, Brian was determined to live life to the fullest, and made a free-fall parachute jump in Namibia from 10,000 feet. All the other jumpers were women in their 20’s. Doreen (below), not to be out-done, secured a deal in 2008 that if she jumped from 15,000 feet over the Australian Outback, raising £15,000 for Remedi, Brian would learn how to ballroom dance.
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Brian’s views have not changed.
 
 
[image: Image 120]
Sarah’s wedding, Winterfloods from left, Mark and Francesca, Brian and Doreen, Sarah and Lee, Jacqui and Guy. In front, Madeleine, Tatiana, Felix and Flynn.
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Doreen with Hat.
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Author Brian Milton with Brian and Doreen Winterflood, their son Guy in the back seat, with wife Jacqui. They are with Milton’s rigged microlight in the City of London in 1998, before Milton went on to become the first man to fly a microlight around the world. He set off with a co-pilot but returned alone, in a flight to benefit the favourite Winterflood charity, Remedi. The flight is set to be the subject of a Hollywood film.
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Brian has always been a ladies man.
 
 

15 - Setting up Winterflood Securities
 
 
 
I had half a dozen offers after leaving CNW, but I was banned from enticing away my dealing team. David Codd had retired, so I could speak to him, and David was speaking to Mike Hines, and through him, to my original crew. David and Mike both told me that everybody had been upset about what happened to me. My old team did not want to stay at CNW, but they did want to stay together.
It became obvious that, if we set up a new jobbing firm, we couldn’t take everybody because we would be tiny and fighting for survival. Some people would miss out.
John Sclater was a key figure. I knew John was a vice chairman of the Japanese bank, Yamaichi, and he had told me at a party the previous November that, if I ever decided to leave CNW, would I go and see him?
He had been our merchant banker contact at Bisgood Bishop, from the merchant banking side of our bankers Williams & Glyns (part of RBS). The Royal Bank of Scotland had been the other bidder to CNW for Bisgood Bishop.
We missed you first time around, he had said at that November party, and CNW got you. If you do think of changing, we’d like first refusal.
There was nothing naughty about that. He just said that he was there if we needed him. He had no inkling that I was unhappy at CNW because, at the time, I wasn’t that unhappy. It was just a party conversation.
If there had been no Star Chamber, if CNW had not judged me guilty of this, that and the other, I feel that I would probably still be working there.
But after I left CNW, John Sclater was one of the people who phoned and said, Brian, should we meet up?
We had lunch.
He said, I’d like to suggest something.
I said, John, if you’re going to suggest that I go to Yamaichi, the answer is no. I do not want to go to a big organisation again. I have been in one, it doesn’t suit me, it’s not my kind of thing, the answer is no.
Nope, he said, it’s not that. I also happen to be Deputy Chairman of Union Discount Company. We have some money, our business is changing, we would like to talk to you. Graeme Gilchrist is Chief Executive there.
I said, OK, fine.
 
Graeme Gilchrist: Union Discount was going through a difficult spell because the Bank of England was clearly getting rid of the Discount Houses.
But also at that time – just after Big Bang – everybody was looking around to see what on earth we should do, and that’s how I met Brian. I knew him personally, I think one just knew people in the City, I can’t remember an actual day when I bumped into him. He was fifty years old at that time. We were not personal friends but after the foundation of Wins we went to lunches together, and I had been to his house several times. Indeed, when we set up Wins, the code names we used were Putney, that was me, and Wimbledon, that was him.
I saw in him a man who was going to make money, because he always has. He is one of these people who make money. He has always been very successful, from being a tea boy right the way through.
I had to persuade him to call the new company Winterflood Securities, it actually took some persuading.
Brian: I knew Graeme Gilchrist, and though I didn’t know him well, I knew of him and he knew of me. Union Discount was one of the big Discount Houses. What they suggested was, would you like to be our jobber?
We’ve got the money, he said, you’ve got the expertise, why don’t we do something together.
I said, we’ll set it up, if we can think of a name.
Graeme said, no, it’s got to be Winterflood.
You’re the man, he said, it must be Winterflood Securities. We will trade as Wins.
 
Graeme Gilchrist: Setting up a new firm in the City was a very radical move. We talked a lot. Brian used to come to my home, and we’d sit in front of the fire and talk about how he was going to make money, and what jobbing was all about. It was well-known at that time that Brian was extremely unhappy. He carries everything on his sleeve, doesn’t he? You know exactly where you are with Brian. We talked about jobbing and what sort of market he would deal in, and who he would compete with – he wasn’t going to compete with anybody, the USM market was an interesting place – and Brian was central to the USM. He was Mr USM in the same sense as I was also known as Mr Discount Market at the time.
We said to Brian, what would you like?
Would you like £5 million, or £10 million? I think it was £5 million we put up. We owned 86.6% of his company, much more than he wanted us to own, and we had a lot of argument about that. In the end he either was going to be set up by us, or he was leaving the City.
Or that’s what he said, anyway.
He had money of his own, of course, because he had been a partner in Bisgood Bishop which had been bought by CNW. Brian and his employees, they put money in, they had about 13.4% of the company. The more successful Wins was, the more Brian was cross that he hadn’t got more than 13.4%.
Brian: We set up the business on a couple of A4 pieces of paper, Dave Codd and I, and we gave these papers to Union Discount. We were initially to be a business of twenty people, growing to thirty-four quickly and dealing in four hundred and fifty stocks.
Union Discount had, in-house, the Dean of a Business University to evaluate the business plan.
He looked at our couple of sheets of A4 paper and said to us, this is not good enough! This plan is not detailed enough.
We said, that’s all it is, mate.
It was very simple, very down-to-earth, straight-forward.
This University Dean said, it’s not good enough, you have got to pad it out, we must have at least twenty pages. We couldn’t possibly present this as a proposal to the Board.
So we filled it full of balls, actually, just utter balls.
When you analysed it, it was just two pages.
That’s what they’re like, aren’t they? Always covering their backs. Oh, we have this document, and if the whole venture fails, it isn’t our fault.
Who was kidding who?
In our statement of intent, we said: We will be carrying on a jobbing business under the rules of the London Stock Exchange. It is the business which we have been associated with as a team for some twenty years. We have the expertise, the people and the goodwill of the market place.
 
WINTERFLOOD SECURITIES – The business plan
(for Union Discount)
Capital: £100,000 in 1,000,000 ordinary shares of 10p
Loan Capital: £5,000,000, half of which will carry a 10% coupon, the other half will have a rate linked to base rates.
 
15% of the ordinary shares will be available to employees, 85% Union
Profit sharing: 25% of post-expenses profits
 
Board of directors and shareholdings
 
	BW (Brian Winterflood)	40,000
	DWC (David Codd)	25,000
	DMc (Dave McNamara) or AN Other	12,500
	JP (Julian Palfreyman)	12,500
	GR (Graeme Russell)	12,500
	MAH (Mike Hines)	12,500
	 	———
	 	115,000
	No. 1’s – 5 X 5,000	25,000
	Unissued	10,000
	 	———
	 	150,000

 
Terms of Employment: 2 year contracts for Board, guaranteed
£250,000 available in year one for distribution to staff below board level.
 
Package:	Cars:  £25,000 BW & DWC
£17,500 for remainder of board
£10,000 for other selected staff to include insurance and service bills.
Mortgage subsidy: 5% first £25,000, the next £25,000 is subsidised by 5% to a minimum of 5%
 
Pension: non-contributory final salary scheme providing a maximum benefit of two-thirds of the final pensionable salary dependent upon length of service. Death in service, four times salary.
 
Holidays: to be decided by the board
BUPA
Travel allowance up to a maximum of £500.
 
Examples of Profit sharing and Capital appreciation:
 
	Revenue	7,000,000	10,000,000	14,000,000
	Expenses	(5,000,000)	(5,500,000)	(6,200,000)
	Interest receivable	500,000	500,000	500,000
	Loan Interest Payable	(1,000,000)	(1,000,000)	(1,000,000)
	 
	1,500,000	4,000,000	7,300,000
	Profit sharing	(375,000)	(1,000,000)	(1,825,000)
	 
	1,125,000	3,000,000	5,475,000
	Corporation Tax	(393,750)	(1,050,000)	(1,916,250)

Profit sharing:	60% of pool for Directors and No.1’s
40% remainder of staff
 
Indicated average percentage in the three examples:
 
	Directors and No.1’s	25%	67%	122%
	Remainder	12%	31%	56%

Capital Appreciation: the Company will either be floated on the USM or be bought in by Union on a PE (price earnings ratio) of 6, one third after year 3, one third year 4, one third year 5. Any employee leaving the company will forfeit their shares.
 
Indicated valuation of 10,000 shares in the 3 examples based on a PE (price earning ratio) of 6:
	 
	£43,875	£117,000	£213,525

 
Graeme Gilchrist: They were all working class boys at Winterfloods, many with a grammar school education. Brian often had no time for them. He kept on being very cross with them. He kept saying, who’s going to take over this thing when I’m finished? He didn’t trust them to grow. Yet all these years later, they’re all still there. It’s extraordinary how loyal they are to Brian. He had got them together in the first place when they all had jobs with NatWest, and he had said, right, I want all your resignations in next Monday morning, and they all did it. He does attract huge loyalty. He started off with only 25 people, and the whole thing has been a fantastic success.
Brian: You run a business like this by ratcheting up the value of the stocks you are trading in. It’s all about collateral. If you take USM stocks, you only got 25% in terms of collateral backing from the bank. In FTSE 100 stocks you got 100%.
As for Union Discount, it was just a drop in the ocean to back us. Back then they were huge people. That’s rather ironic, actually, because when we joined them, I think they were capitalised at, say, £200 millions. We were capitalised at nothing. When we left, we were capitalised at £200 million and they were capitalised at £50 million. They had gone down the pan. We were about to become the Union Discount because we were the jewel in the crown.
Mike Hines: When the four of us went to the solicitors to buy the shares in Wins, it was May 12, 1988, and Brian told us to arrive around the back of Lincoln Inn’s Fields. We wandered upstairs, and had to sign papers issuing us with 12,500 shares apiece.
We do all the signing and then the lawyers say to us, all right, you have these shares, they’re all ten pence each, that means we need a £1,250 cheque.
We all went quiet.
I’m thinking to myself, have I got £1,250 in my bank account?
MacNamara didn’t have a cheque-book, as usual. I think Julian did, so MacNamara borrowed the money.
We were all thinking, Christ, is this bet going to work?
We actually didn’t have that much money at all.
I think I had enough for that cheque but it was a significant sum of money to find out of the blue.
David Codd: I used to come up and have quiet words with our people still at CNW, and say, look, we’re about to start, we’ve got three to six months, we’ve got to get the systems to work, we’ve got to get office space. Union Discount used Deloittes and introduced me to a firm called Stock Beech in Bristol who had a system similar to what we had at Bisgood. It wasn’t as good as ours had been at Bisgood but it was part-way there, and I went to their offices in Bristol. I said to Brian, we can get started on this. There’ll be a lot more work initially for the back office, but it will do for the dealing. The dealing is as good as we can get for a small amount of money – it was about ten grand or something silly rather than half a million pounds – I said it will do your dealing. It won’t do the back office as we want it, but that’s my problem. I’ll look after that, by recruiting the right people, nicking the right people from County NatWest.
Because they were my experienced staff I had had at Bisgood, and they all wanted to leave CNW.
We got the offices, Brian’s out of the country, I keep in touch with him, I sneak up to the City and have words with people. Brian had lined up most of the dealing staff we wanted, and I knew who I wanted in the back office and was tapping them.
We put the thing together, Brian comes back, we still wanted a few months to make it happen.
Then out of the blue, Andrew Alexander on the Daily Mail, he rang Brian!
Alexander said, I know what’s going on, it’s in the newspaper tomorrow!
That was it, panic stations, the last thing we wanted, months too early, because we weren’t really ready to start. As it turned out, we had to take those people on the pay-roll for a couple of months earlier than we wanted.
They all had to steam into County and resign en masse.
They were asked, why is everyone going?
They were told, we’re joining another firm, a new start-up firm.
Then it broke in the press.
I don’t know how Andrew Alexander found out.
 
Graeme Gilchrist: County NatWest were pathetic about our backing for Brian Winterflood. The day we announced that we were going to do it, we planned it so I would arrive at NatWest to speak to my money market friends, and my chairman would go to the chairman of NatWest. At that stage all the boys at CNW intending to go to Winterflood Securities had to hand in their notice. And they all did, religiously, but NatWest then recalled all their money from us! They had something like a £100 million then with Union Discount, and they called it all away as if to say, this will teach you a lesson.
It was like they were throwing their toys out of a pram.
And of course, they did it without realising that every bank had to have so much money with the discount market, so if they took £100 million from us, they had to put that sum of money elsewhere with other discount houses. That meant the other discount houses wanted £100 million less. So we got the money from Barclays, Lloyds, all the other banks.
NatWest couldn’t understand even that.
 
Brian: As for recruiting, we couldn’t take them all at once, all our old staff from CNW. We put an advert in the paper saying, dealers required.
In leaving CNW and joining me, they threw their hat into the ring, they didn’t really know where it was going. Most of them took some shares in Wins, so they shared the risks and the rewards.
But it was the wrong time to set up a new business.
Conditions were rotten in 1988, not that long after the 1987 October Crash. Any time is a bad time to set up a business, but this was a really bad time, and I was told so in no uncertain terms.
I met an old mate in the street, an ex-jobber with Pinchin.
He said, ‘You what! You must be out of your effing mind. You haven’t got a clue what you’re doing!’
I said, ‘OK Jeremy, we’ll see, won’t we?’
There was another fellow, Fields, he was with Smith Brothers, he saw me in the street, and started laughing.
‘Ha ha ha, Winterflood Securities!’ he said, ‘Tell me another.’
I did not try to defend myself.
What was the point?
They were working for Morgan Grenfell and Smith Brothers, and these were off-the-cuff remarks. They knew what we were doing, we all knew what we were doing. It was a gamble. My team did not want to continue to work where they had been working at CNW, they had faith in me and David Codd, a good treasurer and Finance Director.
 
Mike Hines: There were six founding directors.
There was me talking to David Codd, and Brian was talking to three traders, Graeme Russell, Dave Macnamara and Julian Palfreyman.
Brian was playing games.
Mark Potashnick was supposed to come to join Wins, and it was going to be Brian, David and Mark as directors of the new company.
I probably would have come anyway to join the new company, even had I not been a director, but I can’t say definitely. I had three people I trusted. The other ex-Bisgood traders may not have come. They were not so sure, because of the safety of the job in CNW, but collectively or singly, we all decided to join the new company.
Our problem was, Brian wanted us on a management committee, not to be directors.
We said, no, we’ve got to be directors.
No, no, said Brian, I’ve got a B-team if you don’t go along with my suggestions.
Now, we might have been a B-team.
It was one of those situations where Brian was playing one against another. He claimed he had three options, a pool of people he called the B-team, then he had us, and he also had Mark Potashnick.
We all decided we did not want to be on a management committee at Wins. I had seen the way a management committee had worked at CNW. As much as I know Brian, on certain matters I did not trust him. I can’t say it more fairer than that. It would be a bit awkward to say that to his face, but he is a trader, it’s as simple as that. So I thought, management committee, I know what’s going to happen, but I don’t want that. We’re going to get a bonus, he and David are going to slice it up between them. The rest us will take the leavings.
So we said, no, we don’t want to be on a management committee, we want to be directors.
We went in my car to Brian’s house in Wimbledon – three of us in it, me and Graeme and Mac, Julian arrived separately – and because of the fact that you were not allowed to smoke in some parts of Brian’s home, we went to the kitchen.
Nowadays you can’t smoke anywhere near Brian, but back then you could smoke in the kitchen.
Consequently, we go to the kitchen, and Brian is selling us this idea that we’ve got a management structure, and we’re all sitting there and we had a beer.
Brian was telling us how great the plan was.
We were saying, no, no.
We told him straight, if we’re going into this, we have all got to be directors.
There was a lot of argument.
Then he went, oh F*** it.
David, he said to David Codd, get that other sheet of paper, and he brought out this other business plan – which I still have – two sheets of paper, Wins business plan.
In that plan we were all directors and all the salaries are written in.
To be fair, we’re all market-makers, we all went, shake hands, done!
Brian went, fine.
Graeme Gilchrist was brought around, we had a glass of champagne.
To Brian, this was not a drama. He was confident. He had all the money, and he actually seemed to believe there were three teams, and one of those teams was going to go with him. He said the B-team were other traders within CNW, what we would class the next layer of trading down from us.
Of course, he was using them as a catalyst.
It’s just his natural way of negotiating things. He was trying to get us on the cheap, it was his normal way of playing. And when we wouldn’t play, he produced this piece of paper conceding our case, and had copies for all of us.
It was fine.
Me and David Codd went away to plan, David had some suggestions for people at the back office. We sat in one corner.
Dave MacNamara, Graeme Russell and Julian Palfreyman sat with Brian, choosing the dealers they wanted.
We got all our suggested staff except two dealers, and to this day we have always been eternally grateful for them for keeping quiet while we completed the deal.
Brian: I remember that Dave Mac reserved his position that day. Perhaps he was a reluctant founder, but – lucky boy – he joined soon afterwards.
We did everything on a shoe-string. We bought all the second-hand desks from Panmure Gordon, for example, and bought the IT system second-hand as well. Then, as we grew, we increased our spending. It was not that Union Discount was mean, it was that we needed to be a low-cost operation from the word Go, until we got ourselves established.
 
On 28 July, 1988, Wins opened for business to widespread media coverage. The Daily Express headlined the story ‘Jobber Turns Back the Clock’, the Guardian wrote ‘Mr USM launches Winterflood’, the Daily Mail ‘County stars quit to follow their leader’. Winterflood Securities was pestered for jobs, while a tight-lipped CNW was quoted as saying ‘Sorry to lose anyone at the moment’.
Brian: I was taking business from the other jobbers left at NatWest. You take business from people all the time, don’t you? It depends how good you are. All’s fair in love and war, it’s a competitive business.
I’ve never slagged anybody off.
I deal with stockbrokers.
If they choose to deal with me, then, I’m a lucky boy.
Lots of it was personal.
 
Mike Hines: Wins started with thirty-five people sitting in one room. Everybody was close. I joined up because of David Codd as much as Brian, to tell you the honest truth. David was my mentor and it was obvious that he would start at Winterfloods and would not be there forever. So I naturally had a job I could assume I would come in to when David retired, so therefore it was an easier decision. The thing was, at the time we argued that there was money to be made in market-making as long as you kept costs under control. I think that’s one of the successes of Winterfloods. We started with two of us from the back office on the Board of the firm. Now most firms didn’t even have one back-office person on the Board, and we had two. We had a good balance. We had two back-office, two traders, one salesman and Brian, which gelled together nicely. We all had our jobs to do, we all respected each other’s jobs and we all got on with it. There was no back-stabbing, no in-fighting, it just worked because there was the right balance.
Brian: I concentrated on small companies, and we started with four hundred. We were upstairs in Union Discount, and there was a lot of donkey work before it was all up and ready to go, and then it was just like turning up at CNW only a lot nicer.
You got your books and started the game. It was exciting to get back in again, speaking to people, doing things, trading.
You didn’t think, oh, I am going to upset everybody by starting up again.
I was accepted, I was absolutely hands-on. We didn’t have many stocks so we were all mucking in, treading water and gathering business until we added more. We made sure we were doing what we were supposed to be doing with the original four hundred, and we added more stocks as we felt we could.
Making that judgement, you had to think, how many other jobbers are trading them?
If there are five or six jobbers, you don’t take it up.
If there are three jobbers, you do.
Then we started to split our stocks into sectors. It grew like Topsy.
David Codd and I spent a lot of those early days speaking to lawyers and accountants.
Back then, things were a lot simpler than they are today.
Union Discount were also traders, doing gilts, and trading currencies. Unlike CNW, they understood our culture, and we could use their people. We could bring people, our clients, into the building for lunches. It was a steady progression and we never looked back.
 
Julian Palfreyman: The first two or three years were quite tough, with the first Gulf War. It provided volatility, which is good for trading, but not necessarily volume. The cascading effect was that Brian believed in us, we believed in him, so we followed him, and our dealing team followed us, because they believed in us. It was very personal. It typified the unity of the group, a really cohesive unit with Brian as the figurehead. Underneath that, even though he was slightly tyrannical, you had the stabilising influence of David Codd. David was the only one at the time who could stand up and tell Brian to f**k off. Brian would listen to him, because Brian knew that, as much as he could organise dealing, David Codd ran the office, and that’s as important as trading. David and Mike Hines were working together, a great, experienced team who knew exactly what they were doing. Brian had those guys sorting out and developing and running the office, and he had Dave Mac and me sorting out trading. We had a lot of experience of trading, as much experience as anyone could have, because the market had revolutionised from market floor to screen-based system in an office. We had seen both sides. We had been on the market floor and we had become office-bound and dealing electronically. We had more of an advantage at this type of trading than Brian, because we were younger and we could adapt more quickly to the way that trading was developing.
Brian: We still had people at CNW, and some of my people kept in touch with them. I didn’t, but I admit I took the heart of the jobbing side out of CNW, though it had been their decision to push me out.
Winterflood Securities exists now.
CNW doesn’t exist any more.
They all got absorbed, and RBS – the Royal Bank of Scotland – have absorbed NatWest now.
Even Union Discount, as was, doesn’t exist.
We started in August, 1988 and the first time we made a profit was the following April, and that’s remarkable. That’s why we had that April Christmas Party, to celebrate, which we do now every year. It caught on. People loved it.
One of our gimmicks that has paid off handsomely is our famous Green Book. This is published every other year. For other firms in the City it identifies all our staff with pictures and what they do, back office and dealing teams alike. Even if you have never met, people like to see who they are dealing with at the other end of the telephone line. We produced a very much improved version of the old Stock Exchange ‘squirt’s guide’. Our WINS diaries are also well received, especially our new pink diaries for lady dealers.
 
Richard Meaney: It was very tough in the early days. We used to sit and wait for the phones to ring. Obviously, on the first day we got an awful lot of good will business. Dave Mac got a lot of that, Brian got some, Julian did too, but it was just very tough to start with. Our business really changed when we made everything go electronic. Brian’s a fantastic PR man, I don’t think there’s any finer PR man. Everyone has different skills. We had David Codd as well, probably the best finance director in the City. Mike Hines was his assistant, he was the best, we sort of had the best in every department. The business was going to come, we were better at what we did than the opposition, so the business was always going to migrate to who’s best.
Dave MacNamara had these axioms that he had picked up from Brian over the years. No bargain was too small, no trade was too much trouble. We went to see all the original brokers. We went to see everyone in London, we were pretty hot on entertaining. Even on not a very big expense account, we were very good at seeing people, knowing their names, knowing their wives’ names, their children’s names. We personalised the whole system really, as a group, and we did get that from Brian. Brian was fantastic, although he didn’t remember people’s names – he’s famous for that – and I was part of that process. I loved it. At 18 I could do it (unfortunately, at 38, I no longer can, I am too old for it, no one wants to go out with an old fart like me, I find the next day too much like hard work now, because there’s a lot of drinking involved).
Brian: My dealers, when we set up Winterflood, were called monkeys by some people. They were asked, why did you leave Nat West?
They were told, you must be daft to leave a big company like that.
The fact of the matter is that they weren’t going to get anywhere with County NatWest, were they?
Who was running the jobbing side there? Nobody.
Mark Potashnik?
A lightweight, really.
All the kingpins left, because I took the market with me. I had taken the market to County NatWest with Bisgood Bishop, and I took it away when I left.
The dealers joined me because that’s where the market was going to be.
Because we were the market.
What we were setting up was a single-capacity jobbing firm; we only dealt with professionals, not private clients. By this time all the other firms were integrated houses, jobbers and brokers combined. This gave us considerable strength, all the more so as nobody else saw fit to emulate what we were doing.
Graeme Gilchrist: I remember arguing, as we did at the time of Big Bang, that we all worried that Paris or Frankfurt was going to take over in Europe, but I don’t think that anybody thought that the forces that had been released by Big Bang were going to make London the financial centre of the world. It is now, isn’t it? We had to play our cards right to beat them. We didn’t expect to beat New York as well. We wanted to be the European centre. In a sense, we’ve always been the European centre. And a key part of it is the hundreds of small companies that will one day become big companies, and they can’t become big companies without being able to trade their shares on a market – such as Aim. I don’t think I envisaged that there was going to be such a huge growth in markets. But would someone else have traded all the small companies if Brian hadn’t?
The Investor’s Chronicle in early October, 1989, a year after Wins started trading, noted its success in driving the once fabulously successful Harvard Securities out of business. Tom Wilmot’s company closed its doors that month, with Wins picking up the pieces. The Investor’s Chronicle followed up that news story a week later, on October 13, 1989, headlined ‘The Great OTC Share Scandal’.
Graeme Gilchrist: Of course other people did trade small cap shares, or tried, but they couldn’t get in because Brian was such fierce competition. If he had no time for you, that was that. You are struck off the list. He’s been an astonishing success, but then I suppose that anyone who wants to get to the top, like Mrs Thatcher, has to be single-minded, and everybody else is a fool.
 
But the Evening Standard caught the pessimism at the struggling Wins a year later, on September 28, 1990, in an article about the tenth birthday of the USM, which at that time was valued at £8.5 billion. This was less than a single FTSE company, the Hanson Group, the whole USM having fallen in value by a third in the previous year. Brian Winterflood was reported to be deeply pessimistic, despite citing the success of Carlton Communications, which had launched on the USM at just £1.56 million, and was then worth £1.6 billion, having moved on to the main market.
Brian: I went public with some speculation that the end of the USM was in sight because of a directive from the EEC aimed at changing USM rules to resemble more closely those of the Full Market.
There were a number of very small USM stocks that had virtually no liquidity, and so no other market-maker competed to deal them. We were sole dealers. Under Stock Exchange rules, a company had to be quoted by two market-makers, or it lost its quote. We did not want to lose these companies, and nor did the Stock Exchange itself. Because this would not be a quick matter to resolve, I wrote to all the fifty-odd companies and suggested that Wins would continue to make a price of sorts in small amounts, and set up a limit book for matched bargains which they could administer through their company secretaries. This was a service we would provide, which would mean, effectively, they would still be quoted, but I proposed charging a fee, depending on their size. Without exception, they agreed, sent in the fee, up to £5,000, plus VAT. But the Stock Exchange did not like this proposal, because it cut across in-house rules. A compromise was reached, the Stock Exchange relented, and made some concessions which allowed other market-makers to compete.
I returned the fees to all the companies concerned, easy to do as I hadn’t banked their cheques, but made a plea that, as Christmas was coming up, perhaps they would like to make a goodwill gesture and contribute to our in-house charity, Remedi. Would you believe it, only one company sent a donation. That day I thought the milk of human kindness was a bit thin, though since then, City firms have been generous to Remedi.
Tough conditions in the early 1990’s left nearly two hundred tiny companies with a market quote, but only by a single market-maker. The Stock Exchange set up a mechanism called the Bulletin Board in April, 1992, for shares that were rarely traded, which one broker described as ‘little more than putting your advertisement in the local shop window with the hope that someone would spot it’. By November of that year, it was replaced by SEATS – the Stock Exchange Alternative Trading Service – in which a two-way price was operated by a market-maker in nearly three quarters of the small stocks listed. At Wins we thought SEATS a safe haven for the smaller companies we traded, especially those that had fallen on hard times, needing a period to recover and re-establish themselves. In January, 1993, 188 little companies were traded on SEATS, some of which returned to a more normal quote on AIM. I supported it while it traded but was not displeased when it eventually failed. Chances had to be taken.
Mike Hines: In the early days, because obviously we’ve got a bonus pool, the bonus pool is at the discretion of the directors. We ended up with six of us directors, all going into a room and you have a beat-up, who gets what?
One of the first pools of decent money we had was a million pounds.
David Codd at the time said, well, Brian wants three quarters.
Of course, when we had the meeting, we all went in there looking for a row. The row ensued, and all the rest of it, and then Brian went, no, I was only using that as an example. This was after he’d got everybody attacking one another, because we had all been scrambling for the money that was left in the pool after Brian had taken his three quarters of a million.
He has that really strange ability of enjoying the chase, but when it actually comes to dividing the bonus pool, he has no problem when we all object.
He’ll go, oh OK, so we’re all going to earn the same.
He earned a fraction more, his salary was a bit more, but he’s never got a massive amount more than what we have.
And he’s played the game.
He’s so funny when we started, thinking he was making a huge demand, it’s his natural bidding ability. Up the price and put it out there because by the time you dragged him back to a sensible agreement he has seen all the arguments.
It’s his personality. We are in a team game, and we all come from the same social class. It’s the same as our trading floor. Almost all of our dealers have come here via school, and they don’t go anywhere else, they don’t go to university. We’re not very good at hiring university graduates, or anyone coming from other firms.
We’ve got to catch them young.
We’ve got to get them into this mentality.
 
Brian: I would have been upset if anybody left us. I’d want to know why. I always believe in treating people fairly. Treat your players as you’d expect to be treated. People leaving for personal reasons, well, that’s different. If they’re leaving for career reasons, though, they’d have to have a bloody good excuse. We were a career, they had all their future ahead of them.
The City is full of people who don’t hold a team together. They break a team up. That’s the difference. You need catalysts to keep the thing going. You don’t need people to go in and sabotage the bloody thing. You’ve got to trust each other, you’ve got to like each other, you’ve got to come in each morning and be glad to be with that group of people. It’s more than dealing.
I am a bit set in my ways, I must say. I was then and I am now, years later. I don’t deviate very much from what I think is right. Personal loyalty is incredibly important. We do things together. We don’t just rely on paying people large sums of money in the expectation that this will buy loyalty, because if it does, then someone could come along with bigger sums of money and that loyalty would be transferred. We don’t do that. Bear in mind my boys are not graduates. These are run-of-the-mill guys who have come from rags to riches. Their quality of life is such that even if they earn less than clever chaps elsewhere, they have a fairly hassle-free day. They don’t take their work home – except in their heads – with the positions they have taken, none of these people have briefcases, nor would they ever. They get up in the morning, wanting to come to work, they love the atmosphere here. The only bags they carry are their sports bags.
Margaret Beard: To my mind, if Brian Winterflood, David Codd, Mike Hines and all the others were willing to take that risk in setting up Wins, I am in the back office and I am going to take that risk with them. It was a risk, but when you think back on it, I haven’t any children, there’s only my husband and I, and I thought, I could end up losing, but then I would just have to get another job. But I wasn’t happy at CNW so it was a risk worth taking. Everybody felt the same way.
Brian had the initiative to start the company and we were quite willing to go with him because we trusted him. He was the one who actually took that chance, put his name in the frame, he took one hell of a risk. All of us look back now and think, if Brian had not been willing to take that risk, I don’t think that any of us would be in the position we are in, which is very comfortable. I doubt whether any of us would have been at CNW for much longer anyway, because after we left, CNW started getting rid of everybody from the old Bisgood Bishop staff. There were a lot of black bag days.
Mike Hines: When I left that now-famous kitchen meeting, I didn’t stay too long in the kitchen drinking as I was driving, this was before mobile phones.
I drove off and then stopped and rang my wife.
I said, you ain’t going to believe this but I’m a director of Winterfloods.
She said, no, don’t, you’re just mucking around, stop mucking around.
I went, no, no.
She went, you what?
She was over the moon. By the time I got home, I lived in Bishops Stortford so it was ages, it was just sort of, like, great, which was nice as well, because obviously she knows Brian and it was the fact that I had done it.
She was just so surprised.
I had never expected to be a director of any company, not me.
 
 

16 - Two ‘Bosses’, Union and Close
 
 
 
Graeme Gilchrist: In 1986 and the years after Big Bang, because Discount Houses had became redundant, we were looking desperately for other things to do. We had had a wonderful cosy relationship with the Bank of England. It had worked terribly well, but that all changed in the way the new market evolved.
At the time we were looking to buy a stockbrokers, and ended up not buying one because we thought they were all too expensive. We thought we were going to become a gilt-edged market-maker, and then decided we wouldn’t go into that market because we were going to be tiny in it, and we would be swept aside. So we were looking desperately elsewhere.
As the discount market was contracting, it was throwing up money that needed to go somewhere, so we had to do something with it. No one within Union Discount felt that we were taking a big risk in backing Winterflood Securities, and £5 million was not a big punt.
I knew Brian’s number two, David Codd, and I got the impression that the set-up was honest, that’s the first thing, that there was no question that there was a con going on.
I had an innate feeling that backing Wins was going to make money. Brian was totally on top of his job. There was no question but that he knew exactly what he was doing. I had total trust in him. Never once did he let me down. If he said something, that was it. The truth. He was doing something entirely different, and there was no competition, so provided it was going to be competent, it was going to make money, and it did. A lot of money.
We gave Brian a free hand, but I used to wander in to see what was happening. I suspect I was nervous, but I can’t remember it now. Brian let us know each day what his positions were, long and short, and we went into this seriously, because of the danger of something going badly wrong.
It was extraordinarily exciting, and very quickly, suddenly, it was working, too. Once it had started, people actually said how clever we had been backing Winterflood.
But Brian had gone with us because he thought that Union Discount was big and mighty, and that we would be a good place to go.
In the short run into the early 1990’s, this was true.
Funding Brian was a success.
Our other investments, like leasing, were not a success.
Leasing, we thought, was quite simple. Supposing you haven’t got the money to buy something, you can lease it instead. You can lease a computer, you can lease a photo-copier, and one of the companies that we financed leased photo-copiers.
But when the bad times came and there was a recession, we had not foreseen the problems.
If you’ve leased a photo-copier for a thousand pounds from me, and then you don’t pay your bills, I cannot afford to sue you.
I didn’t really understand this.
I regret enormously that I never asked far more questions.
I understood what Brian was doing in jobbing, I understood that market, but I didn’t understand the leasing market.
When we went into leasing, what was being argued in front of the Board was, look, we’ve got thousands of people leasing equipment, they don’t all go bust.
But of course, they all bloody well did go bust.
And you couldn’t afford to sue them, because it would cost a thousand pounds to get a thousand pounds back.
We suddenly discovered we had bad debts all over the place. The timing of it was all wrong. It was the beginning of recession.
One of our directors at Union Discount was Tim Bevan, Chairman of Barclays, he was the only director who said, we shouldn’t be doing this sort of thing, leasing. Let’s leave this to the big boys, he said, like Lombard, that lot, let them do it.
Interestingly enough, we had management consultants who said we should do these things. When this management consultant, a lovely American, super chap, said go into leasing, we did so.
I think the advice was correct.
But we went into it at the wrong time, and we hadn’t got unlimited money.
Rod Kent: In 1993 I was chief executive at Close Brothers, and we were looking at buying the whole of Union Discount. The firm had a fantastic history. It had been one of the top Discount Houses, the biggest and largest and silkiest top hats you could think of. But Discount Houses were on the way out. The whole change in the way the Bank of England coped with funding, with the new repo market, essentially made Discount Houses defunct. Various Discount Houses had gone different ways, and Union Discount was still separately quoted, but this was a slowly dying business.
Union Discount did not know where it was going, and it needed to do something, hence the discussions.
We were talking to the chief executive, a chap called Blunden – his father was a famous Governor of the Bank of England – and this was a completely open thing. We looked at the various bits of the firm, at the Discount House first of all and couldn’t understand why that was a good business. It was geared to the roof, huge borrowings, and we really didn’t understand it.
Then we looked at a financing business called Sabre, also owned by Union Discount, and we didn’t like the look of that.
Finally we looked at Winterfloods.
We thought it was the most terrific business we had ever seen.
Union Discount had been a very good shareholder for Brian Winterflood after the CNW business, but then it became not a very good shareholder, because it didn’t know where it was going. It did not have the capital to deal with Wins, and all the other businesses in the Group.
Graeme Gilchrist: I was not part of Union Discount by that stage, but I think Union were forced into a position to sell. I thought it was terribly sad that they sold Winterflood Securities to Close Brothers but sometimes when you have to sell, you can only sell the things which are sellable.
I had a problem with Brian at the end, when we were having enormous problems with Union.
At that stage, after 1991, we had made him a Director of Union Discount, and technically speaking, because he was a Director, he had seen the figures.
He was disloyal at that stage, in that he went to the Chairman of Union Discount and said, Gilchrist has got to go.
This was because we were having problems with the leasing companies.
I was the Chief Executive.
You might ask why this was his business?
It wasn’t, it wasn’t. It was not a happy time.
What was worrying him, of course, was whether the figures were such they were going to bring down Winterflood Securities. There was no way that was going to happen, but that is what he feared. He had seen the figures at Union, and he thought, I have joined up with what I thought was a strong, big financial firm, but it is losing money out of leasing!
We didn’t know how bad it was going to get.
It got very bad. It ended us.
Brian was ruthless.
It was all, how do I save Winterflood Securities?
What he said was, Graeme has got it all wrong with leasing, so he’s got to go, bang, full stop.
And that happened, as a result of Brian going to my Chairman.
It was very sad.
Something still exists of Union Discount at the moment, but basically we could not have found a way out of our problems.
Rod Kent: The first thing that struck me with huge force meeting Brian was that he loathed heavy-handed big bank bureaucracy. One of the first stories he regaled me with was memos coming out of head office from CNW. At that, I immediately felt a kindred spirit. It is one of my drivers that I cannot bear big bank bureaucracy and big bank attitudes. Close Brothers had been born from our own management buy-out of a tiny merchant bank within Consolidated Goldfields. Essentially, what we then went on to do was back or buy a series of businesses in which we insisted and wanted management to have a stake, which we then bought out over time.
Brian was very focused. If I had to produce one adjective, that’s it. He knew exactly what he wanted from his business, he had firm views as to how it was to be run, and he had very firm views on the market generally.
Some of these ideas were terrifically and wonderfully old fashioned, which I also felt very happy with.
Here was an old-fashioned jobber, an old-fashioned jobbing business, and the joy of the business was – and still is – that it was completely focused in on the smaller company market (though these days it will deal in all quoted companies). The small cap market is, by definition, considerably more illiquid than the larger company market.
You need somebody to make a price on a wet Thursday afternoon in ‘Little Co, PLC’.
That is exactly what Winterflood did.
 
Graeme Gilchrist: Brian has a huge ego, hasn’t he? He’s an enormous believer in himself. I think it is sad that he has very little time for anybody that disagrees or who has different views or whatever. That’s a pity, but, that’s Brian. He’s extraordinarily conscientious. He is terribly single-minded. He thought only of Winterflood Securities, full stop. The rest of the world, and that included the rest of Union Discount, could do whatever it wants. For Brian, it was always, how do we look after Winterflood Securities, and to hell with the rest. And he did it.
Rod Kent: The actual timing of our purchase was lucky, because none of us had foreseen the explosion of activity in stock exchanges throughout the world, and London in particular in the early 1990s. You always need a bit of luck in business, and from Close Brothers’ point of view it was luck. I can’t remember the detailed figures, but it was an extremely good deal.
(Close Brothers bought Wins for a reported £19.0 million; Wins went on to make dealing profits the following year of £26 million).
Union Discount was not forced into the sale, because ‘forced’ is over-stating it. They were in an uncomfortable position, and the money we paid was very helpful. I think that Union Discount had got into a corporate muddle and it did need to do something. Whether they realised Winterfloods was quite as good as it was is another matter. There was some luck involved in our buying Winterfloods, and contrariwise, bad luck from Union Discount’s point of view.
Brian: Rod Kent was an ideal captain of the Close Bros. Group. I remember him coming to our offices to find out how we ticked. Now I know he was familiar with most City practices, being a merchant banker and corporate financier, but jobbing, with its peculiar jargon, is not as straight-forward as, say, a stockbroker. However, he spent just a week going around Wins and, in typical Rod Kent fashion, he put it down on paper. I have to say we were mightily impressed with his understanding of both our Front as well as our Back Office.
I think we gave him 95/100.
Add to this, Rod, like Graeme Gilchrist, left us alone to get on with our business with no interference unless we required help.
I remember all the occasions that I went to see him in his office, he would have everything to hand, or rather behind him, in a whole series of pigeon holes. He had the necessary statistics for every part of the Group and would merely lean back and pull ours out without looking.
As CEO of Close Brothers Group, he certainly understood all parts and had his finger on the pulse.
 
Rod Kent: I think it was the consequence of Big Bang that market-making companies became owned by large banks. Large banks are drawn like a moth to a light to large turnovers and big numbers and big companies. So when somebody talks to them about the small company market, instead of focusing on the relative profitability, they looked at… well, how many transactions, what are these companies? Oh, not sure… I think that is why, strategically, they were not interested, or only interested in the big stuff. On the big stuff, margins go out and out and out of it, so instead of becoming a pure market-maker, a book maker, literally, in that sense, they become, technically, semi-proprietary traders or wholly proprietary traders. They’re taking individual views rather than running a book and responding to demand and supply.
Without Brian, what would have happened to the market in small
caps?
The answer is a less vibrant stock exchange than we now have. The spirit of entrepreneurialism and now, private equity, means the wheel has come full circle. For old timers like myself, and Brian’s even longer in the tooth than I am, it is amazing.
I can remember starting off my career when private equity, unlisted investments is what we called it, amounted to only four players in the whole market.
When we bought out Close Brothers – the remnants of a 19th century merchant bank that had financed the Skagway-Dawson City railway in Alaska during the 1897 Yukon Gold Rush – we paid £1 million to Consolidated Goldfields. That was in 1979, the year Mrs Thatcher was elected.
Back then it wasn’t called a management buy-out.
It was called cheek.
All six of us – we were Close Brothers, no one else worked for the firm – were sacked by Consolidated Goldfields before someone influential murmured in their ear, sense prevailed and a sale was agreed. This was around the same time the USM started
Bluebloods in the City treated jobbing as a messy little business, almost beneath their contempt, and saw Brian as a jobber in grubby small companies. Post Big Bang, everyone was owned by large American or big European firms, and trading in small caps was just not fashionable. And actually, you can see now how important it is. You can see with AIM, which the London Stock Exchange promotes like mad, that we have more IPO’s – Initial Public Offerings, floating companies on AIM – than the NYSE and NASDAQ put together. This is driven from the bottom.
Brian was the market maker for all the small companies coming to the market, and he was terrifically friendly with hundreds of businesses bringing their companies to the market. Of course, a market maker doesn’t have a direct relationship with a company, but it sure as hell does through its stockbroker. The main clients of Brian on the IPO side tended to be the medium-sized stockbrokers, again because the big boys were all doing the FTSE 100.
Don’t forget there are smaller stockbrokers very much involved in promoting that business. They still need a market.
They still need a price on a wet Thursday afternoon.
That is still the case and always will be the case.
The order-matching system that works with FTSE companies doesn’t work when you don’t have a depth of market, such as trading in small cap companies. That was the seminal bit, to start with. Then you have the Thatcher years, or the post-Thatcher years, the rise in entrepreneurialism. What was then interesting was how Brian developed the business. It became clear that the small company share dealing business is dominated by the small investor, the retailer investor. Of course there are some big institutions – insurance companies, pension funds – that deal in small-cap stocks, but the majority of the transactions are done by retail investors in small companies. Institutions concentrate on the large cap stocks. People with billions and billions to invest simply cannot invest in small caps. They can’t get the size of trade they want.
Secondly, people who are prepared to take a risk with smaller companies tend to be personalities who like the ‘story’ around a company. OK, they’re very happy to let their shares increase by 8% a year, but actually the idea of tripling their investment really fires them up, and they can take risking their whole investment as well. They know exactly what they can risk, and what they can’t. They can work it out much better in a way that is inappropriate for institutions.
Brian and his team expanded this market by – first of all – realising that they were in the retail jobbing market. They were doing more transactions in the agency broking relationship than anybody else in the marketplace – this is also still true – Winterflood deals more transactions than any other person per year on the stock market. They expanded the list of stocks in which they dealt for the retail market to cover the entire universe, and went into gilts as well as equities, and then went into the leading European and North American equities.
Winterflood saw a profit in all of them.
The basic creation of the organisation, the hierarchy of Wins, the running of things, the meritocracy of the whole thing, this is down to Brian. He’s a real team player. The loyalty there is absolutely stunning, turnover of staff is negligible. The incentives were also designed to do all of that, and although it threw up the anomaly of the messengers on a bonus of £70,000 during the dotcom boom – at which HR departments in large banks would simply drop off their perches – we didn’t mind because that’s how Brian ran his business. It’s his business to run. When asked, we would say what we thought, but essentially, he got on with it.
He’s a very strong-minded individual, and inevitably we had differences of opinion, which we resolved, not noisily, but firmly on both sides. Equally well, he had been doing it a long time. It was self-evident that we did actually resolve our disputes, but they were done quickly, and very much face-to-face.
 
In October, 1995, now safely under the wing of Close Brothers, Brian Winterflood featured in a solo face-shot on the front cover of that month’s Investors’ Chronicle, pegged to the start of serious trading in the Alternative Investment Market. He was worrying away like a terrier at the tendency of many people in Britain to judge each other by appearance and class:
‘There is still a feeling that stocks and shares are for toffs, not for oiks. We have to change that. If you go to a dog race, there are only three stubs that mean anything. With investing, you may pick the wrong share but if you’ve got a mixed portfolio most of those bits of paper still have an intrinsic value. People need to be taught this.’
 
One can imagine the angst among surviving Union Discount bosses by August, 1997, four years after selling Wins to Close Brothers. That year Close Brothers Group made £55 million profit, but the picture in many of the newspapers was of Brian Winterflood himself – referred to as ‘The Small Companies Ace’ – because Wins contribution to that profit was £45.6 million. There was much more to come.
 
Graham Russell: I can remember that when we left CNW and started Wins, everybody said we must be f**king daft.
I can’t remember quite when they all changed to saying we must be f**king lucky.
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Mike Hines: At Winterfloods, we make a lot of money doing the bits that no one else wants. Brian has always worked, as I have always worked, in that area of the market where any of the big players could have destroyed us. Except over that two-year period at NatWest where we were a big player, the rest of the time we’ve always worked for a company that, actually, if the two big players in the game wanted to get rid of us with aggressive pricing – I know you’re not allowed under the rules to do this – they could have wiped us out at any point. We were always number four or five all the way up to the takeover by CNW.
But they have all left us alone because they say, oh, Winterflood does that, they’ll get rid of all the bits that we don’t want. A lot of our connections are with the big houses who are doing the multi-million pound deals, and then they’ve got this trickle of small orders that they don’t want to process, and we get them all. Maybe that’s part of our mentality, the fact that we have always been the smallest player.
Now, we’re probably the biggest player in the field that we’re looking at, so things are getting tougher. In small caps, in retail, we set ourselves up to service the retail stockbroker, small stockbrokers around the whole country. Obviously the big market is trading with the hedge funds and the big institutional players, so we are the dominant factor for stockbrokers. We do in excess of 30% of all the business that retail stockbrokers do. We are number one with those stockbrokers, so now we’re under pressure because that’s a big enough market that other people want our business.
Rod Kent: What was interesting was the way they organised the business. It still makes me laugh. They didn’t organise it by the sectors which you find in the FT – Engineering, Information Technology, Banks and so on – they organised it alphabetically. Somebody comes on the phone and says I want to deal in a company beginning with D, and the guy who does A-D deals with that. The broker then says, now I’ve got something beginning with W, and he’s told, OK, I’ll put you over to George, and he deals the W-business.
This way of trading, first of all, was administrative, all the A-Ds, could deal with that. When Wins started, trading was almost 100% voice, but now, of course, a lot of it is automated. Nonetheless, it is still organised that way, alphabetically, and each team has a number one and a number two – and sometimes a number three – chaps who would start at the bottom and work up. They do their apprenticeship at the rock face, the way apprenticeships used to be done. There are still blue buttons, the old Stock Exchange system, Winterfloods still works that way. That means that you guarantee that you have people who really know what they’re doing, not some guy who’s got initials after his name who might be very intellectually bright but be absolutely hopeless at making money. This is a money-making business, and you have to understand, trading is a gift, and sometimes it didn’t work, people just didn’t have it. Winterfloods found out quickly and they were gone.
Mike Hines: At Winterfloods, for Brian, everything is personal. Everything. Brian feels he has touched everything and therefore, ‘it is mine’. Part of his reign, we’ve had a fairly harsh structure under him, but no one – hardly anyone – ever leaves.
I think he sacked me three times in the early days of Winterfloods.
The worst sacking I ever I had was when I came downstairs one morning in my home and stepped off my bottom stair and put my foot into six inches of water.
Oh no, I thought, the whole house was flooded.
I managed to get the water turned off and drained it all out, the plumber was coming around, and with one thing and another I got in an hour late.
Brian said, Where the f***ing hell have you been?
What do you mean? I said. I had a flood.
The trouble with you is, said Brian, you have no idea what pays your wages, do you? You have no concept. I don’t know why you even bother coming in here. You’ve got no commitment to this company.
He tore into me. What can you say? You just stand there.
I just said, I had a flood. But he didn’t understand. He said that was no excuse. He’s very, very intolerant.
(I have to say we were going through a rough period at the time. BW)
 
Laurence Marsh: A Chinese delegation was visiting Winterfloods, and Brian was taking them around, wanting to emphasise that we are a pure trading company, that there are no Chinese walls between, say, corporate finance and the trading floor. The way Brian put it, unconsciously, was that there were ‘no chinks in the Chinese walls’. The interpreters looked a bit strained at this.
Mike Hines: We once had one of our dealers who had had an argument with Brian. The rest of us were not happy with what the dealer was saying about Brian behind his back. We came to the conclusion that we’d like to give that dealer a verbal warning, and maybe even a written warning. We had the board meeting, and I said, Brian, we’ve been thinking, we’re not happy with the performance of this dealer, so we’re thinking of giving him a verbal warning.
Sack him! said Brian.
No, no, no, no, we said.
Half an hour later, we’re sitting there and we realised, we’re defending this dealer against Brian! And we came in here to this meeting to give this dealer a bollocking. Why am I now defending him?
That’s how Brian plays devil’s advocate. He’s not as good a devil’s advocate now as he once was because we’ve all got older, and we understand how he works.
He’ll say something rude to me about somebody else. In the old days you might repeat it to somebody else, but now you just soak it in. And of course, then he gets the hump. He’s waiting for a reaction.
He does love a bit of reaction and conflict, it’s just in him.
We all love him dearly, that’s the great thing.
We are all very rich people on the back of his leadership.
Having said that, it is the team that’s doing it, it is a team game, he couldn’t have done it without us, and we couldn’t have done it without him. So anything I do say is always tempered by the fact that I wouldn’t have worked with him for 40 years if I really disliked him. But he has got that ability of putting people at one another’s throats. It’s just in his nature. The trouble is, he sees life through rose-coloured glasses. He doesn’t think anything ever goes wrong. As far as he’s concerned, it’s all forgotten about, it’s all gone.
And afterwards, ah, it’s a wonderful place.
 
Brian: Una Port was my secretary when Bisgood Bishop became a company in 1971, and one of the Originals at Wins. She looked after me through all my trials and tribulations of daily City life, with never a cross word. She could even read my writing! Una also put up with my fads and various changes of diet, making me bouillon in the winter months, and freshly squeezed orange juice in the summer.
 
Richard Howell: In the days of the old Stock Exchange floor, I can think of only two other jobbers who were as good as Brian – Geoffrey Bunton and David Jones, both with Smith Brothers – but Brian was the best. Bad jobbers would make you the wrong sort of price, they’d make you a price that was very wide, they would make a price that was perhaps very close but in a small number of shares. With these jobbers, the market may have been down on the day, they may have seen me coming, have read me as a seller, and effectively shut up shop. Brian would never do that. He would always do a fair deal. I have never had any experience of Brian doing anything other than 100% fair deal, and I have never heard any stories of anybody saying he hasn’t been fair, because they would be quite untrue. That’s how he built up his reputation, and that is the same of Wins today and why young dealers in other firms are automatically prone towards dealing with the Wins name. They know the reputation. It’s entirely down to Brian.
David Codd: There’s no one else now like Brian in the City. It’s in his blood. Years ago there were others like him, but they don’t exist now. He’s still got so much go about him for a man in his seventies, it’s his life, he hasn’t got anything outside the City. He does the charity work for the disabled, with Remedi, he’s raised millions of pounds for them, but otherwise the City is his life, I don’t know how long he will go on for. We may have to carry him out. I am sure Doreen won’t want him around the house all day.
This is a very male firm, and I do miss that now I’ve retired, I am sure anyone who retires in this sort of environment will miss that daily contact. Brian was obviously once one of the boys, but he progressed to that level where he felt that he couldn’t be one of the boys any longer.
I was different because I still felt I was one of the boys, and I still had drinks with them.
Wins is unique. I personally think Wins is one of the few British success stories in the City over the last 15 years. What Brian has done, as regards the industry, he has put the USM and Aim on the map for the City, and that was a great achievement.
Brian: When I set up the gilt market desk in Winterfloods in the middle of May, 1994, there were twenty other players already in the game and finding it hard to make a profit. I took on six dealers, including the legendary Barry ‘The Cultured’ Pearl and Adrian Ireland (the latter said about joining Wins: ‘It was like going to sleep in a salt mine and waking up in a brothel’). I went to see all the opposition, all the other jobbers, it’s a huge market. We do quite a big turnover now, but then we were tiny. People like Warburgs and Barclays, you name it, all the big boys, I said to them, look, I’m going to start the gilt market desk up for Winterfloods. Don’t think I’m going to get up your noses, because I’m not. I am there to snap up the smaller business. You don’t want a small deal, it doesn’t pay you to do it, you deal in hundreds of millions, I’m going to deal in hundreds and thousands.
I said, I never want to do anything to upset what you’re doing, I am not in that league, but I would like the ability to challenge you.
They said, that’s fine, whatever you want to do, so long as you don’t do it in a million bonds or half a million bonds, we will deal with you.
They didn’t want 500 War Loan, 250 War Loan, but if somebody wanted to deal in a million War Loan they’d do it.
Not only did we vacuum up all these little orders, which was a boon to them, but because they didn’t have to do it, they didn’t have to book all these bloody little bargains. We could then undo our books with one bargain with any of them before we went home, and at a profit. It was a dream situation.
Having made peace with the big boys, Adrian, Barry and their team did a huge amount of business, establishing Winterfloods as a real player, and recognised as such by the Bank of England.
The pattern is changing drastically now because of the different products – you can take out derivatives against your position so it’s completely different now – but all the way through that peace between Wins and the big boys, nothing much changed.
Three months after Wins set up a retail gilts desk, on August 20, 1994, writing about a difficult market, Peter Temple in the Investor’s Chronicle commented: ‘the biggest straw in the wind is the decision by Wins to enter the ranks of gilt-edged Market-Makers…Brian Winterflood’s shrewdness in reading the shifting sands of the markets is legendary…go where the smart money goes…’
Brian: The deepest impression made on me back in 1958, in the move from stock-broking to jobbing, was that the owners of Bisgood Bishop were on the floor of the house and they all worked together. The partners were in charge of the book, there was a dealer, and there was a blue button, that was the order of things. That’s the way we run it here at Winterfloods now. If you go out on to the floor of Winterfloods now, senior directors are no different from the boys but everyone knows their role. It’s a different mind-set from stock-broking. It’s not them and us, it’s one for all and all for one; that’s what it was at Bisgoods.
 
Laurence Marsh: The markets don’t bear any comparison to what they were in the 1980’s. It’s now electronic, computer-driven, screen-based, you need a lot fewer people than in those days to process the amount of business we are capable of doing. Much of the information is instantaneous. The dissemination through the Internet has changed everything. It’s a much faster business.
As for personal relationships, so important in the old days, I don’t believe they matter as much now as they did then.
Individually, amongst themselves, there are still relations between our dealers, but before, you had the floor, you had people coming up to you all day long. There were all sorts of personalities and characters from various stock-broking firms. It’s a different world today. Eighty percent of our business is electronic. It’s just button pushing, and there’s no personality in that. It’s only the remainder where there’s interaction between our dealer and a stockbroker on the other end of a telephone line. And I don’t believe the personal relationships count for that much now. I think it’s prices-based. The company that produces the best prices, the best service, gets the business.
Brian: To celebrate the first ten years of Wins I arranged a party for the Originals at Madame Tussaud’s, the waxworks. My son Guy and daughter-in-law Jacqui were living with us at the time, and David MacNamara, a fellow Wins Director, was on her table for the Wins Dinner. David asked Jacqui how she was getting on, living with her in-laws. She told them, very well, but said that I would mark her out of ten when she did the cooking (as I do Doreen). Jacqui said she got upset when the mark was E – for effort.
‘What do you do then?’ David asked.
‘I go to my room and have a cry.’
‘Yep,’ said David, ‘we do that too when he gives us a rollicking.’
 
Mike Hines: No one really wants a HR department, a personnel department, but we have one now on the basis that we’ve just got so many people. It is one girl, she is only 21, but we lasted the first 15 years without having HR. Our hiring is done on a handshake deal, who you know, and whether or not you made a good impression. Brian built the original team, and during the real expansion of the firm he’s been the man outside the box, working the City. Brian will go to lunch, if not double-lunches, virtually every day of the week all his life, whereas someone like me, I would probably not have a lunch. I would be looking after the team all the way through. That’s what I said about everyone’s got their own job.
And it works.
It doesn’t matter that I wasn’t a dealer, even if I am chief executive. The fact that I have been 40 years looking over a dealer’s shoulder, I know exactly every wrinkle that they have ever done. It has now become about experience, hasn’t it? The young boys will ask you for help. Most of the people who start here at Winterflood’s are eighteen years old. We have two graduates in the whole room. The core of the firm have all grown old together. Most of our senior dealers have been trading together for fifteen years.
The main point about Wins is the friendly environment. There is a fairly flat structure within the firm, no obvious hierarchy. If someone has a problem they would not hesitate to come in and ask me. This is completely different to when you are being dictated to in a big company by memos coming down from on high from people who don’t know your job.
I know what the working environment is. I know when a dealer chucks a phone across the floor, which in another firm could be a disciplinary matter, I know he’s been sitting there for eight hours working his balls off, and he’s just lost his cool. You’ll hear effing and blinding, I know there are women in the room, but unfortunately, they have had to get used to it. That’s the trading environment. I know it would be lovely to say they are all choir boys but they’re not all choir boys, so you have to accept that.
You have to manage dealers by looking at them. Managing dealers from on high, the way it is done in bigger firms, that does not keep people comfortable. Dealers elsewhere may come in just to do a job, whereas most of our dealers, this is their life.
We have lost one director and two dealers in twenty years, and none of them have got jobs now that they like. All three left to go to another market-maker, and they all got the sack from there. They didn’t fit into their new environment, and none of them has got the same job they had.
They haven’t come back here, and there would be no chance for them here. We would not want them back.
Once you are in here, you are in here. If you can’t see how good this place is, you are blind. We have a queue of people who want to work here. That is why we never advertise for jobs. Most of them get jobs on the old boy’s rule, somebody knows somebody. Lots of people write in as well.
The problem we always have, I never really thought about it until three or four years ago, is that you end up with clones of your best dealers. They interview, and they pick the same guy as they are. There’s nothing wrong with that on one hand, that’s my argument, people saying, ahhhh, we don’t have any diversification. So what? As long as they make loads of money, do we need diversification?
Of course, they are of one mind, and of one culture, south-east London and east London. That tends to be where the bulk of our dealers come from. You do get the odd scouser, people like that who are really exceptional, and you know it because they’ve already come down and got a flat in Docklands, and you know they’re hungry for a job. We’ve got a couple of those.
Tony Healy: I work in the back office, and in the early days of Winterflood, there was only 26 of us in the whole firm, you didn’t really need a HR department. I was the HR department, as was David Codd and Mike Hines. People are still hired here in the old-fashioned way – do you know them? do you like them? – but we do have a girl who knows what the law is. She understands maternity pay, she understands BUPA, whereas before, Mike, myself or David used to do it. I think we did a pretty good job. Hiring and firing is still a personal thing. Someone phones up and says, I’ve got a son, have you got a job? That still goes on. Look at the trading room, at how many sons of other traders that we’ve got working for us, and it’s worked well. It will continue to work well. It’s in their blood, isn’t it? It’s in their father’s blood.
Wins won’t hire their own staff’s children, though. The directors made that rule when Wins started, despite the fact that in much of the City, son followed father. Brian didn’t want to do that. I think that has worked, I agree with that.
Wurzel (Peter Collins): I got the name because I lived in Sussex and I had only been to London seven times before I actually got employed by Bisgood. The third day into the company I messed up a checking query, and the guy in charge, Viscount Chard we used to call him, William Chard, turned around to me and said you’re nothing but a f**king country bumpkin, a f**king wurzel. Tony Healy picked up on it and stuck it on me. It’s been very good for me, nicknames certainly help. People remember names, there’s a lot of Peters but there’s only one Wurzel.
Mike Hines: There was one attempt at suing Wins for ‘constructive dismissal’, a girl called Brenda. She was a receptionist, switchboard at Bisgood, switchboard at CNW and when we resigned she phoned me up – I think she swore, but she denies it –she said ‘You ain’t f**king leaving this building without me’.
When we started, day one, we had to have a switchboard girl so we took Brenda with us. We always considered ourselves to be a good employer.
She got to the point where she took over as Brian’s secretary, and you know what Brian is like, he does shout. He hasn’t ever changed. To be fair, when she took the job, he shouted, but he always did shout.
Brenda did leave us once to live in Barbados for a while where she married a local man, and we gave her a job when she came back. But she had known Brian for a long time.
One day Brian was on holiday, Brenda came in to me and said, I don’t think I can take any more. She was talking about work in general, families, getting older, and she added, I’ve had enough of Brian as well, but it wasn’t the only reason.
So I said, look, Brenda, just stay here, the year ends at the end of July, you’re going to get your bonus, why mess it up for another few weeks? I said to her, I’ve known you a long time, the best part of twenty five years, don’t spoil it now, and she did hang on.
Once she got the bonus, she resigned and went off. Nine months, even a year later, a reasonable amount of time, we got this letter claiming unfair dismissal, and that Brian had shouted at her!
Brian said, I did shout at her, but I always do. Nothing changed.
When we saw the letter it was from her father’s lawyers trying to get some money. She was backed by his trade union.
Our lawyer told us, the maximum she can get you for is £10,000, offer £7,500.
Brian went, no!
We didn’t do anything wrong, he said. He was beside himself. This was a girl we had looked after! She had been part of the family, she was one of the original thirty people who had helped found Wins. We were mates.
It was decided, no, no, this is just a pure try-on, we are not going to have this. So we had our day in court, up in Norwich. We had a good barrister, costing close to £25,000, much more than if we had settled at the beginning.
It was pure theatre. Even I thought it was worth paying that extra money, to watch Brenda hang herself.
First, we brought one of our secretaries up there.
It was put to her, Brian Winterflood shouts at everybody.
She replied, he always has. If you have known him for twenty years, it’s like being married to someone, isn’t it? You can’t complain that he goes off to play golf, if before you got married you knew he played golf. He’s the same for everybody, he shouts at everybody, it’s not as if he picks on you.
Then, our lawyers raised her resignation letter. She had just written to me, I have enjoyed myself at the firm, I wish to leave, I’m resigning… five lines.
Brenda had resigned from Wins once before, and the barrister produced that original resignation letter in which she wrote about how much she had enjoyed working there, and how thankful she was for everything, and thanks for the gift her colleagues had given her, two or three pages of praise.
Now she claimed she had never ever written such a letter before, that she had to have the advice of her father to write it, she didn’t understand how she should legally resign, and she had no one else to turn to.
The barrister asked, ‘that man over there, isn’t he your father|?”
Brenda had to confirm that it was.
The barrister then said to her father, ‘You are Mr Ron Todd, aren’t you? The boss of the Transport and General Workers Union? The most powerful trade unionist in the country? And your daughter had no one to turn to for advice?’
The case went to the dogs for her when she claimed to have been out of work for eighteen months, and had only found work for three days; it transpired she had spent the bulk of that time in Barbados with her husband.
So we won.
I am one of those people, I cannot hold a grudge. She has reappeared! When the girls in the back office have a re-union of those at Wins on day one, Brenda turns up.
The row wasn’t with me. I didn’t speak to her for six years, and then she was at this reunion, so I did. Brenda blames Brian. She didn’t win her case though.
Brian took it personally, that someone was trying to take Wins for this sort of money on this sort of case. He was right. At first, everyone else here had said, pay it and get it done with, but the more that came out, we changed our minds. You couldn’t believe the things she was saying about being a poor distressed woman.
My view is, her dad was so dominant, he put her up to it.
An extraordinary aspect of Brenda’s time with us was that it occurred during a particular time when we were inundated with new issues, and we would allow and finance our staff to “stag” shares (apply for shares in the public offer and sell immediately when dealing began). I believe Brenda was the only one who didn’t participate. Her father may have believed it was an unacceptable capitalistic thing to do. That didn’t apply to him dropping his daughter off at Wins in his chauffeur-driven limousine.
In passing, we had been taken to the Industrial Tribunal once before by one of our dealers, actually a Member of the firm. He was sacked because his dealing got out of order and he became a liability, in charge of a section exposed to a great deal of risk-money as all sectors were. After many warnings he was dismissed and I’m delighted to say we saw it through and won the case.
There were quite a few such cases at this time. I guess this “something for nothing” attitude was just surfacing. Most people paid up and swept it under the carpet.
Brian: Whoever we brought in to Winterflood, they went to the back office to familiarise themselves with the business. We wanted to see whether they could pick up what we are doing there. Then they are transferred to the front office for another six months. If they are good, they stay. If they are not, they are told, sorry, wrong job for you.
We also say to them, look, you’ve got to make sure that when you get up in the morning, you want to go to work for this company. If you find it too stressful, or you think to yourself, I don’t want to go in, don’t work here. Go and find yourself another job, because it will get worse rather than get better. The chores and the frustration and the worry will get worse, so you must make sure.
We bring them in all the time, young boys. We always bring in youngsters – eighteen year olds – and train them in the way we work. They go through the back office. If they’re any good there we bring them into the front office. If they’re any good there, we take them on.
And if we think they should be shoe salesmen, we sack them.
Well, not sack them, just not take them on.
They’re here for a year, and if they’re not right, they go. It’s a funny old job. There are some people who should be shoe salesmen, because they want to go home at night and not worry and not have any problems. Here, you take the business home with you. You may not take a briefcase home, but you do take a hundred positions in your head. You are worried about what’s on the news, and about what America is going to do the rest of the day.
We never have graduates.
We only ever had young boys and girls, very good with their facts and figures, very fast, sharp, had a gut feeling about things. They weren’t looking for carpet on the floor of their offices. They were looking to make money. Actually, if you go back and you see how the Liffe market started, all those traders on the floor were East End boys. They all grew to appreciate where they were and what they were, and if you say some were socialists when they came in, they became Tories when they made some money, because they became capitalists. Before, I wouldn’t say they were rogues, certainly not, because they were too young to be called rogues. But we had to teach them some manners.
One chap who turned out very well was selling tinned beans in Southend market before he came to us, and he had the gift of the gab. He was a very good boy, though a real toe-rag when he joined us. His manners were no good. But he learned. I don’t give a bugger what they look like, what they sound like, if they do the job properly and they’re good for the firm and they’re not liars and cheats, then they should progress the same as anybody else.
Mike Hines: It’s totally politically incorrect, but we’ve actually sat down at Wins and tried to diversify. Brian will say, we’re multicultural here, he’ll give you all that spiel. We’ve tried it. We’ve had the odd ethnic youngster. The trouble is, it causes problems because they tend to play the race card. All our dealers are white Caucasians; the women are the same. Over a period, we have probably had four – either black or not ethnic white, if you like – and they all caused us a problem, and it was always the same problem. They haven’t been that good at the job, and you end up keeping them a bit longer than you want to, because you think, oh, I mustn’t be prejudiced.
In actual fact, you keep them longer than you should have done, and then you get yourself into other problems.
I don’t know why they are no good at trading, the ones we have. I am sure there are some who are good, some in America, but the one’s we had just didn’t play the game. It’s probably hard because – I shouldn’t say it – but some of our dealers are prejudiced. They’re all English people. Brian is great on this issue, absolutely politically correct, but my argument is, if you live out in Norfolk, you’re not prejudiced, because you don’t see it. If you actually work and live in South London and come through Brixton every day, you do see it.
Our dealers are a mirror of one another. We tend to hire people like ourselves. They get on well. They have their bonding sessions, like golf at the Belfry every year, which tends to be fairly lively. There’s about sixty of them end up playing golf, they are good sessions. And the number of stag do’s is incredible.
The girls here are invited, if they want to, to go to Peppermint Rhino and places like that. I think the girls have their own stag do’s too, even though we’ve only got four on the trading floor, but many in the back office.
Brian: This sounds slightly conceited, but I always put myself a little bit apart. Not socially or anything, but you can’t run with the pack all the time. You have got to be a little bit away from them. All the boys go out for a drink. I will go on special days, but not always. They don’t want me there. I realise that, with me there, they can’t relax. But they don’t respect you if you’re on the same level pegging as them. I don’t know whether it’s a management tool. It’s one that, if you get it wrong, it’s disastrous. If you get it right, it gives both sides breathing space. And that’s important.
Mike Hines balances the two, since he’s become Chief Executive. He is clever, and he does it very well.
Julian Palfreyman, now Managing Director, a much younger man, has a new approach to the job. He associates with the boys and may find it difficult to extricate himself.
 
Julian Palfreyman: Within the Board of Wins, Brian was very autocratic. He was used to having his own way. David Codd was the person who would stand up against him. For whatever reason I was considered the weak link amongst the directors, perhaps because of my quieter style. Brian, at the time, in the early mid-90’s, Brian’s philosophy was to divide and rule, and to play people off against each other. Whereas he had fought against Terry Connor and probably John Brown and had pushed himself past them and above them to become the boss, the driving force, of Bisgood, he wanted to see who was going to come through and challenge him, or replace him. He saw it as a sign of weakness that my immediate boss, although we were both directors, was Dave Mac, and Brian saw it as a sign of weakness that I refused to shaft Dave Mac.
I refused to shaft Dave, obviously, because my philosophy was different. Because mine was about loyalty and working together, I was seen as weak. I was in last chance saloon when Aim started and Brian said, well, you look after Aim, as if to say, this is how you will be judged, as of course, I should be. I was responsible for starting the Aim book, which on Day One we had ten companies. Obviously it has grown massively since then to sixteen hundred and fifty companies now, and we are now the dominant Aim market in London. As with USM, we are probably doing 50% of the trades in Aim companies, and this with 38 market makers who now cover Aim stocks. Our philosophy, as with USM, was to do all the Aim stocks.
The reason I mention this is because Aim has been tremendously successful, particularly in 1999/2000, the dot com boom, when we made absolute shed-loads of money from trading, particularly Aim stocks.
Richard Meaney: Balls-ups only really occur during bear markets. Brian was very hard on us in bear markets. Basically we are all bull jobbers, and that’s the way we run small companies, and it’s been very profitable over the years. But in bear markets, frankly, we’re not very good. There are traders who trade a bear an awful lot better than us.
Brian came around to my desk one day and said to start bear trading – run a short position – and buy back when it falls. The trouble is with bear markets and small companies, by the time you’ve got the ability to go short, that must mean there’s buyers appearing, and that means they’re probably about to bounce. But Brian came over to my pitch one day, decided to bear trade, sold everything that I owned, 20% below where I owned it, then I watched it all go back up.
He told me I was a f*****g useless idiot.
He said, you should have bought it back at the bottom.
Julian and David, they have loads of stories like that, great hindsight jobber.
Mike Hicks: Brian was a great one for the girls. I never quite knew how to chat up girls. We used to exchange notes and he gave me phrases to use. One was a classic. He said that if you’re looking at a female and she knows you are looking at her, and you want to say something to her, the thing to do is to go up and say, excuse me, I’ll stop looking at you if you’ll tell me your name. The girl was always a bit taken aback by that, and they exchange notes and got on well.
I did try it.
The result was, slap!
The other one was, goodness me, darling, you do look a million dollars. The way he used to phrase these compliments was absolutely wonderful.
He had a lovely head of hair (at that time).
He was a very handsome man, he’s still handsome now, the girls used to like him, and with all due respect, they still do. His back office staff have been with him forever.
Mike Hines: I think the fact that we don’t do any entertaining of clients is one reason we don’t have problems. We are here to make the best prices on stocks and shares, this is the place to deal, end of story. We don’t buy in business by entertaining people. On our entertainment list, we get to the end of each year, and we look at the entertainment expenses, all on one spread sheet, just to make sure none of the juniors play up. The finance director said, look at this list, we have spent exactly the same amount of money in each of the last three years. He said, we’ve got a few more dealers, and we don’t have one rule about how much entertainment may be spent, there’s no memo limiting expenses. It’s funny how the firm, everyone knows how much to spend, because it’s your money. We never set a limit. It’s just a natural progression.
No one takes the piss, everyone plays the game.
People who don’t play the game don’t survive.
It’s not that everyone watches one another, it’s that they’re playing the game. If people suddenly start going sick, you don’t get that. If you do get it, they’ve gone. It doesn’t get tolerated. Your peer group doesn’t tolerate it. It’s not management. You don’t have to manage the firm. It’s not like, say, a chancer, who was away. It’s the peer group that says, ‘he’s not pulling his weight’.
I think a lot of this attitude is down to Brian. I suppose we have always employed people and assumed they were adults. You don’t need us to be a nanny state. Go and work for a big bank if you want a nanny state. This isn’t a nanny state. Everybody here should be able to stand on their own two feet. That’s the way it works. A lot of the influence here is Brian.
Richard Meaney: Brian brings people around to see me in the office who have absolutely no idea who I am, but it is because he assumes I was around in the market in 1970 – when I was one year old. Because I have been with Brian all my working life, he just assumes that I know what he’s talking about. But I’m coming up to 38. And he brings around these people who are 70, and says, you remember old Badger Bollocks, or whatever his name is, and I have no idea who they are.
They shake me by the hand, they look me squarely in the eye, they say hello Richard, how are you? And Brian hasn’t got a clue.
I am sure he thinks I’m sixty years old.
 
Wurzel: When I got divorced, it wasn’t my fault, she buggered off with someone else, everybody was taking me out to lunch, the girls were all rallying around, come on Wurzel, come out with us tonight…I don’t think you get that in other firms in the City. That’s the one thing about this firm, and it’s unusual. I think the culture will survive Brian, because the directors – Julian, Meano, Ian Throssell, Spencer – you can talk to them so easily. The young lads are a bit in awe of them but they know they can talk to them. I am a sort of go-between if the young lads have a problem and they come to me, and then I can tell the Directors… that is the fabulous thing about this firm, it’s a happy place to work. You can always have a laugh. If you have a bad day there’s somebody coming around and slapping you on the back and saying, you’ll be all right. There’s no other place in the City like it.
Mike Hines: Most of the stories we tell each other at dances and dinners are taking the mickey out of Brian. It is our opportunity to do that. There are not many stories which don’t take the mickey, and yet we love him. One trait is that he forgets everybody’s name. He went around the table at the last dinner, and there’s people there that he’s known for over twenty years. And of course, the two women in the back office who have been with us twenty-odd years, they don’t really have stories about him because they haven’t had to deal with him.
He comes along the table and he went to Carol, very sweet, and he says, now Carol, there’s not a lot you can say because I’ve never called you the wrong name.
She said, you call me Margaret all the time.
And he went, head in his hands, oh I don’t, do I?
That’s it. He just mixes everybody’s name up.
And the other thing, it’s probably one of the most frustrating bits with him, he will get a bee in his bonnet about one bit of the company, and he will go completely over the top, embarrassingly over the top in a speech, and hack off the rest of the firm. His classic speech at a dinner, he will say, well now, chaps, the IT stood up extremely well, and the new equipment works well. Everybody appreciates exactly how much the IT does for this firm, it does really well.
But you can see all the dealers seething, they’re saying, hang on, we sit there slaving over screens for many hours a day.
I say to him, you left the dealers out.
And he’ll say, oh, they know they’re appreciated.
And the following year he’ll pick on a set of dealers, and piss the others off. I don’t know whether he did it on purpose at times, but when I spoke to him about it, he was like, I didn’t, did I? Of course, he never writes things down.
He makes his speech up about thirty seconds before he’s going to say it, and it’s almost like the last person he spoke to in that room outside is the person who’s in the speech.
Brian: At Winterfloods, we deal in everything, and our total money exposure is vast. We’re not talking about a couple of hundred thousand, we’re talking millions, big business. But it’s changed now, there is liquidity, you can offload, and we rarely go home with massive exposures.
Of course, it’s different for bulge-bracket firms like Citicorp. There, anything goes wrong, they’ll put it off to Treasury. It’s not the day-to-day running of the book on which they survive, they absorb it, they have massive resources and they would always survive in a down-turn. They might lose £100 million, but so what? For us to lose a hundred million, we’d be working for the rest of our days to pay it off.
 
Mike Hines: Part of this loyalty to Wins is because of the structure we have got, in that everybody shares in the spoils. Brian will have a bash at trying to get as much as possible, but against that, he set the standard whereby it is spread evenly.
In the dotcom boom we had the highest-paid messenger in the City. He got £70,000. He was probably in his late 50’s.
He may not have been expecting that kind of money, but why not? The company had made five times as much money as the year before when he got a £12,000 bonus, when he was probably earning twelve grand, so he got a hundred percent bonus then.
Once you create that structure – if you earn it, you get it – it means that everybody pulls in the same direction. There’s no them and us. Obviously, bonuses are layered down, dealers get paid a lot more than back-office people, but the back-office people go to the same pub as the dealers. You go into the pub on a Friday in this place, and there is a reasonable mix of people. There is no clique of dealers on one side, and back office on the other. I am not saying everybody is mates with one another because that’s going over the top, there are a few odd loners who have made themselves loners, but so long as they trade well, that’s fine.
We never have a problem with a dinner and dance. You stick all these aggressive young people in a room and give them lots of alcohol, and touch wood, we have not had any problems that I can remember. When we first tried this, I thought, Christ, what are we doing? And it’s so funny, because my wife says to me now, you’re so much more relaxed at these dinner and dance now. I said, that’s how Brian used to be. When I own the staff, when they were my people, because I’d employed them, I would obviously worry about their behaviour. Now, someone else has interviewed them so they’re not my direct problem any more.
Brian: We had a young scouser here called Stegsy, a really nice boy, a great friend of my son Guy. He was a dealer, always trading, he got on well and he did well, and always when he had a spare minute, he’d go and see Laurence Marsh to learn the details of companies. He wanted to know, what does this company I am trading in really do, how do you feel about it, will it do this or that? He would look through the Moody cards and then go back to his desk. He was always interested in the individual companies he traded. Every spare night he was in there, picking Laurence’s brains, because Laurence was a fund manager. And finally, Stegsy left us.
Now I was upset he was leaving us, and I asked him, why are you going?
He said, I really feel that trading is fun but it’s not really what I want to do.
He’s now a very successful hedge fund manager. I am, of course, proud of him, because he learned his trade here, and of course he trades with us. Some of the things he can’t trade with us, because the big hedge funds have different areas of trading, but the boys on the floor are still in touch with him.
 
Laurence Marsh: I did actually leave Winterfloods once, because I wanted to do something different – fund management, take on a challenge, see if I could do it. Brian tried to stop me. I said, look, I am thirty seven, I don’t know whether I can do it. I just want to prove to myself whether I can.
Maybe I’ll fall flat on my face, I don’t know.
Brian said, we don’t want to lose you, what can we do to persuade you to stay? It wasn’t hard pressure. It probably made me realise they wanted me more than I realised, that I was that important to them.
But I said, I don’t want to leave it too late, I just want to see if I can actually do it. It’s something I need to do.
I kept friendly with Brian. We used to meet for lunch, and then after about three years of that, I was thinking of moving on to something else, I had had another offer, another emerging company.
Brian said to me at lunch one day, oh, we’d like to have you come back. This new market had started called the AIM Market in the summer of 1995.
I said, well let me think about it, and I thought about it, and why not?
I came back and I have been here since.
 
Brian: Laurence Marsh recalled an amusing story about when he rejoined us. He insists that I said ‘If you try to leave us again I’ll kneecap you’. I can’t recall it. He is probably one of only two we have ever taken back.
 
Margaret Beard: My mother used to visit Winterfloods, to come to lunch or coffee, and she made bread pudding which everybody loved. I would always give Brian a piece, and every time he had a piece he said, best ever. It was always better than the last one. I don’t know how he was able to see it got better and better, and in the end Brian would write notes to my mother, asking whether, when she was coming in, could she possibly make a bread pudding and send it along with me?
Mike Hines: When we started Wins, Brian had three children, David Codd had two, I had two, and the other staff were all quite young.
Brian’s son, Guy, wanted to come into the City, and there was an uneasiness about Guy working for Winterflood.
We ended up saying, we’re not too keen on that.
Then when we thought about it, Brian included – Brian says he doesn’t believe in nepotism – and multiplied it among the rest of us and it emerged, well, I’ve got two sons, and we thought we could get inundated by our own children.
So the first rule at Wins was, no hiring of our own children.
My son has hated me, he really has, for the fact that he never could work at Winterflood. He said, I’d rather work with your team than anybody else, because he knows most of the chaps working here. He’s a futures dealer now trading as a local. Neither of my boys went to university, they didn’t want to. I have no formal education either. When my eldest son first came up to the City, that was when the whole LIFFE floor – the open-outcry options market – was downstairs, and I was able to get him on the floor there. You phone a friend, and you say, can my son work with you for three months? You haven’t got to pay him. That’s the one advantage of having money. Everyone is looking for free labour, aren’t they?
But everything that goes around, comes around.
We have done the same thing, hired the children of our friends.
There’s a whole area of London’s East End and South East London culture that underpins trading jobs in the City.
 
 

18 - The dot-com boom, takeover moves
 
 
 
The eighteen months between July, 1999 and the end of the year 2000 was an exceptional period for Brian Winterflood and Wins. It involved at least two genuine buy-out approaches and a rumoured bid from a third, profits over a five month period that earned one of the firm’s messengers his legendary bonus, and the battle to stop the takeover of the London Stock Exchange by the Germans.
The buy-out stories had a beginning in The Independent newspaper on 15 July, 1999, in an article by Andrew Garfield, headlined Charles Schwab eyes up Wins.
‘Charles Schwab, the US-based internet broker is putting out feelers about buying Wins, Brian Winterflood’s small companies market maker.
Wins, which dominates market-making in AIM and small and mid-cap FTSE stocks, is owned by Close Bros, the London-quoted investment bank. It makes markets in 1,800 stocks.
Schwab is said to be looking for ways to bolster its position in the UK markets in the face of increasing competition from other on-line brokers and would be very interested in making a play for Winterflood if there were signs that Close was willing to sell.
Said one source yesterday: ‘Schwab already owns a market-making operation in the United States and to own one here would be a logical extension of the business.’
Mr Winterflood refused to comment. But there has been talk of him seeking to engineer a buyout of the business, and many in the City suspect he would not be unhappy to see Schwab come up with a bid.’
Two days later, Maggie Pagano wrote in London Financial News that Close Brothers boss Rod Kent had refused to comment on this issue:
 
Winterflood and Schwab have a long-established working relationship. The US firms already puts at least 90% of its retail business through Winterflood. Schwab’s business represents just over 10% of Winterflood’s turnover …sources close to Wins say that Winterflood’s business would be a natural fit with Schwab, which also has its own market-making arm in the US.
‘Wins would give Schwab electronic access and better connectivity to stock exchanges. It would ultimately lead to a better service for Schwab’s clients. Winterflood is a business Schwab understands,’ said a source close to Schwab.
Brian: What dictated the interest in buying us was the dot.com boom in 1999 and 2000. The value of Close Brothers went up on the back of us at Winterflood. It was a time when Durlacher (not Wedd Durlacher) which after Big Bang had gone from being a very small company to being a big company, was suddenly valued at £2.2 billion.
I couldn’t believe my eyes because Close Brothers was valued at £2.1 billion! Durlacher had nothing, absolutely nothing, it was a rubbish outfit.
My God, I thought, the world’s gone mad.
Schwab is a giant American financial company – I knew the Schwab chap up in Birmingham, Bob Roussou – we met on a cruise going down the Thames. This was the APCIMS Cruise where Angela Knight had secretly arranged to give me a presentation. APCIMS represented all the brokers in the London market, and was an ally not long after in fighting off the German takeover of the LSE. We were an associate member, being a jobber, although we had sponsored a couple of their annual events.
I very nearly didn’t go on that cruise. I said to Doreen, for God’s sake, I don’t want to go down the Thames, I am fed up with going down the Thames.
I said, I’m not going to go.
Doreen said, no, no, I’d love to do it.
She kept on and on at me, and in the end, I said, well, we’ll get off where the Cutty Sark is, if you like, I don’t want to go up and down the Thames all night. Anyway, she kept on at me, and of course, it was Angela telling Doreen, make sure he’s on this damned cruise, because APCIMS were going to present a little token of their appreciation to me, which is a lovely Lalique bowl.
On the cruise I met Bob Roussou.
He said, interesting things going on in the market, Brian, I wonder whether we might open a discussion and talk about this, that and the other?
I said, you’re courting me, are you?
He said, well, if you like, yes, fine.
Schwab brought the big guns over from the United States and I had dinner with them. I said, look, it’s not my company. I said I will go and see the powers that be, that was Rod Kent, chief executive at Close Brothers, because, you know, you can’t just do it around this table.
You’re saying something to me, and we, the Close Brothers Group will consider it.
That was that.
I took it to Rod and nobody else, because he was Chief Executive. I don’t like playing ducks and drakes, so I went to him only. In hindsight, I could have gone anywhere, to the major shareholders for example, but I didn’t, because that wasn’t the way I do things.
Rod pooh-poohed it and said, no.
He was very tough about the whole thing.
I said one ought to consider it. No price was mentioned, but we could work out what we were worth.
They did actually meet, Schwab directors went up to Close Brothers and met the Board of Directors, but Close weren’t very co-operative. They were rather rude. Schwab went home with their tail between their legs.
Was I miffed about that? Of course I was. I am not sure I particularly wanted to join Schwab, but it wouldn’t matter to me. They were a good market name and they were one of our biggest clients; they were also in the retail business. It was a deal not to be missed.
Rod’s reason for not selling was, his classic phrase, we never sell a business.
My classic phrase back was, that’s what I do every day.
But that was that.
 
Carol Leonard: Brian was ahead of his time. He sold his business, I’ve lost track of how many times, at least three times? It could have been sold more than that, probably it should have been sold more than that. He wanted to sell it more than that, but he was stopped by people who were not as visionary as he is. He’s a pretty rare bird, actually, he’s visionary, he’s very practical, he’s incredibly hard-working, he doesn’t waste time on unnecessary detail, but he’s obsessive about the detail that really matters.
Mike Hines: The dot.com boom, it was manic, you were in from first thing in the morning, people booking trades all day. One of the traders got home on Friday night, lay down fully clothed to nap, it was winter, he woke up and went down to his wife and asked for a cup of tea. She said OK, but pity you didn’t ask for one last night. He had slept unbroken for twenty-four hours!
That is serious exhaustion.
Brian would come in at 8 o’clock and I’d go to him and say, we’ve already done fifteen thousand trades, and we’re up a million pounds. Brian would ask, are you sure that’s right? That was the money coming in.
Julian recalls he was two and a half million pounds down on one day of trading – we’re not a big company – but he finished up £37,000 at the end of the day. The numbers were flying around.
When it ended, it stopped so quickly. We got to 57,000 bargains a day in March 2000. By April it was down to 18,000 bargains. It had instantly turned on in November, 1999, and it came off in April 2000. It took three weeks to wind up, and two weeks to end. In between it was madness, and we were in the middle of it as the major market-maker for smaller companies.
We had to stop all the lunches when that TV programme, ‘Show Me the Money’ was on, tipping shares. All the women viewers used to go and buy them, shares went up from 50p to £2 in a day and by next Tuesday they were down again to 50p.
When these booms end, we’re the first to know. We get pain on the first bit, and we’re not too bad after that. I don’t think we’ll have another one of those bubbles for another ten or twelve years, until we find some new technology, a bio-this or bio-that.
Brian: The market was still good though and the boom wasn’t yet over.
Then Jim O’Donnell, an extraordinary character, he said through a third party that he would like to see me. I said, oh, delighted. Jim was the strategist with Citicorp, a huge company, the biggest bank in the world apart from HSBC. We had dinner in ‘Petrus’ in Piccadilly, one to one, and we kicked things around for a bit.
He said, I think we can do this, buy Winterflood Securities, it would be nice for us, we are lacking in that end of the market and you’re the premier player.
I think it would go all right, I’d like to talk turkey.
The market was going off a little. It had had a good run but was looking a bit over the top. Nevertheless, over the whole of the smaller companies field there was still a lot of business.
I said, well I really think we ought to do something about it because you’re a great organisation and it would give us the room to expand.
Again, I never went to anybody else, I only went to Rod Kent.
I should have learned my lesson, but I didn’t.
He decided after some delay that he would see them, and he finally did see them without me being present. But he did document things, and he did send me the documentation. It was described as a deal between a mouse and an elephant – guess who the mouse was – and it got to the point where Rod became, if not enthusiastic, certainly interested in what they had to say.
Then he started bidding up the price.
The deal fell at the first hurdle.
By that time the market was going off. Jim O’Donnell came back to me and said, I’m sorry Brian, it’s not on, he’s asking too much, it’s too late, and that was the end of that. Of course, we never saw it again.
Can you imagine what they were willing to bid for us?
 
By the second month of the Millennium, the Guardian was reporting that Wins’ profits, already spectacular in previous years, had leapt a whopping 118 percent. Journalists headlined it ‘Barrow boys bring home bank bacon’.
Brian: In choosing to sell, I did not know the bubble would burst. How could we know? We just thought, Christ, this is such a huge valuation. It wouldn’t have mattered if the boom had gone on forever.
 
On May 22, 2000, in the middle of takeover speculation, and Brian Winterflood gearing up for the battle with Deutsche Bourse, the famous bear trader Simon Cawkwell, known as Evil Knievel, commended Brian Winterflood for selling 23,112 shares in his parent group, Close Brothers, two months earlier for £10.79 apiece.
‘He’s good at selling, you know,’ said Cawkwell, ‘I cannot offer a man higher praise’.
Brian: In hindsight, it would not have mattered a bit to Schwab that they had paid too much for us, but it wouldn’t have really mattered anyway because they would still have us. We would still be here, still trading, and we would be a big enough part of the London scene for Schwab to have kept us on. In fact we could have been Schwab’s saviours, because it was not long after that they decided to call it a day in London.
Taking any loss with us in the future would not have mattered in the terms of Citibank’s budget. If it had all gone wrong, they might have said, oh, forget that. They would have absorbed us into their team. We wouldn’t have been Wins anymore, we’d have been the dealing side of Citicorp.
And all of us a lot richer.
Not that I was doing badly at the time.
On October 3, 2000, Daily Telegraph City Editor Neil Collins commented:
 
‘For many years Brian Winterflood looked like the only man in the City who thought that the private investor in the smaller company had any future. The view elsewhere was that real investors should give up their unequal struggle and merely bung their pathetic capital sums at the institutions to look after (in return for the usual fat fees).
‘Things have changed. The pension funds have lost their income tax privileges, on-line dealing has slashed commission rates and the Chancellor has dramatically cut capital gains tax on the AIM stocks that Mr Winterflood has done so much to foster. The result is a lively market, a revival of private investor power, and a £3.16 million bonus for Mr Winterflood.
‘He deserves it.’
 
Six days after that editorial, The Independent carried a half page feature on October 9, 2000, in its business section, following a rushed formal denial from the French bank, BNP-Paribas, that it had made a gentle enquiry whether or not Close Brothers was for sale.
Andrew Garfield reported that Rod ‘The God’ Kent had firmly ruled out a sale of the merchant bank, but in Brussels, Brian Winterflood – attending an APCIMS meeting, and also a director of Close Brothers Group – wanted more details.
‘If there is someone out there who wants to make a bid, let us know. One wants to look at any proposition’.
Winterflood said the current situation was deeply unsettling for his staff at Wins, which had, at the end of July, contributed £109 million to the total profits of Close Brothers of £144.8 million.
‘The trouble is, said Winterflood, ‘no one knows what is going on. One of these guys needs to break cover and then we can decide whether to rebuff it or whether we should take a proper look at it.’
Garfield commented: ‘If ever there was a case of the tail wagging the dog, this is it.’
Years later, Brian Winterflood has no memory – in the turbulent times he was living through – of any approach by BNP Paribas, despite the newspaper speculation.
Yet Close Brothers shares hit an all-time high of £13.12, and other names were drawn into the whirl of speculation, including Deutschebank and Dresdner in Germany, and France’s Societe Generale.
Rod Kent was adamant, and went on the public record about selling Wins: ‘It has never been on the agenda and it never will’.
Later Kent said: ‘We’re not global and we don’t want to be.’
 
Brian: Given my view of the future, I wanted to take Wins into derivatives. I tried to merge Monument Securities with us. It was Martin Burton’s firm, he was a partner with me at Bisgood Bishop in the old days, Martin wanted to do it but Rod Kent wouldn’t. Rod, although he’s brilliant, missed the biggest takeover in history, and he missed us branching out for a new revenue stream. Derivatives and futures, they were anathema to him. He didn’t understand them, and he was very worried about it. He was adamant that Close Brothers were not going to go into derivatives.
Just as he was about selling the business.
That would have been the Guinness Book of Records, selling us. He missed his moment of fame. Close Brothers were worth £2.1 billions and Wins was 60% of the business, probably more. So we could probably have sold ourselves for £800 million.
I remember one of the silly Directors of Close Bros saying to me, oh well, what would we have done with £800 or £900 million?
I said, you bloody fool, if you need me to tell you the answer to that, you shouldn’t be a Director.
Don’t talk to me about Directors!
Can you believe he is still there?
If I coulda woulda shoulda.
That’s what the song says.
The irony is that four years later you could have bought us back for £250 million. The whole market collapsed after the IT boom, so everybody was up for grabs again.
That’s what trading is about.
Rod was a lot stronger than me, he had a lot more influence than I did with the shareholders. So much so, the only way I could have pulled it off was to go behind his back, and I thought that was deceitful and I didn’t like it. But anyone else less scrupulous than me, they could have done it, and no one would have thought ill of them afterwards, because they would have locked the money in.
You didn’t have to be brilliant to know that a hundred and twenty-four people were not worth up to £800 million!
 
A story of Charlie Peel’s does illustrate Brian’s ‘interesting’ relations with the Close Brothers Board:
 
Charlie Peel: Brian was at a Close Brothers Board meeting and the bosses of the other companies in the Group were at the table. One Board Director ran a motor leasing company which had been going since about 1908, and he slightly cheeked Brian.
Brian leant across the table, knowing the guy had only made a contribution of eight million pounds to the Group, and said, ‘look, I made a hundred million pounds for the Close Group this year, what did you make?’
Brian told me very proudly later what he had said.
I said, you’re going to get hung out to dry, because you can’t talk to people like that.
But he did.
 
Bigger fish were frying in this frenetic period in Brian Winterflood’s life.
 
The Germans were coming!
 
 

19 - Deutsche Bourse and the LSE
 
 
 
In May, 2000, news erupted of a proposed merger between the London Stock Exchange and Germany’s Deutsche Bourse. The merged Exchange, to be called iX, was sold to the City and the public as creating a leading international exchange, the biggest in Europe, and the world’s biggest derivatives market. The proposal followed two unsuccessful attempts by the German and French exchanges to get together.
Deutsche Bourse Chief Werner Seifert, one of the moving forces in the deal, had a 100-page document covering the smallest details of the merger, and he was very confident it would go through: ‘this is a deal which won’t break down’, he said.
Michael Marks, a one-time blue button who had become a City star as European chief of the giant American financial house, Merrill Lynch, was acknowledged as London’s champion for the deal. He had persuaded a willing Stock Exchange Council, of which he was a leading member, of the merits of the case, and he was backed by leaders of bulge-bracket financial firms, many of them American, in London. These included Simon Robertson of Goldman Sachs, Peter Meinertzhagen of Hoare Govett, Stock Exchange Chief Executive Gavyn Casey, and Don Cruickshank, the Stock Exchange’s Chairman.
The Sunday Times reported that Gavyn Casey had inherited the merger idea from a previous LSE chief executive, Michael Lawrence, who had been involved in similar talks in 1996, also with Seifert.
Lawrence had been sacked by the then LSE Chairman, Sir John Kemp-Welch – ‘either resign or we’ll fire you’ – because City market-makers were said to be furious that an ‘order-driven’ dealing system proposed from the merger would cut deeply into their margins.
In the four years between the 1996 merger proposals and those in 2000, the Germans were said to have learned a great deal. One interesting item of news was that, going into the battle, Werner Seifert and Gavyn Casey were both once McKinsey men.
Newspaper articles initially focused on a European bid for ‘world domination,’ and saw the deal as ‘one in the eye’ for New York, though there were proposals for a link with America’s second exchange, Nasdaq (offered to London on a plate later).
What all the people advocating the deal were doing was selling the family silver, so clearly Werner was the only one truly seeing a good deal, and was on the verge of getting away with it.*
 
* What the shareholders managed to do about the original bid could not be done now. Then, it was the practitioners who had the shares and the votes. Now the Institutions hold all the shares and the votes, so best price wins and sentiment does not come into it. However, the hedge funds – too clever by half – seem to have shot the Institutions in the foot with their smart talk. They have feathered their own nests going short, while the whole battalion of competing players have eroded these premiums. One has to wonder about the ethics of the hedge funds. They have enormous power and march up to the top of the hill and march all the way down again – against the bid. They increase their holding through CFD’s – contracts for difference – to force the price up, decide the tide has turned, bail out and double-up on the way down, cleaning up very nicely. The Institutions, meanwhile, have been in a vacuum and have done nothing. More transparency is needed, I think. As Warren Buffet says, this is a minefield. BW.
Because it was seen as a done deal and looked on warmly by the Bank of England, newspaper journalists and their City contacts at first welcomed the news. It was seen as good for Stock Exchange shareholders, for all the firms, big and small, in its new form as a share-owning democracy.
As opinion was being formed within the City on the deal, Brian Winterflood, with a stronger opinion than most, had a problem:
Brian: When we joined up with Close Brothers in 1993 we sold ourselves to them lock, stock and barrel, but not 100% of the shares. Union Discount owned the first tranche and the rest of our shares belonging to Winterfloods were going to be surrendered at a later stage. We sold these after the initial deal with Union Discount was completed. So, part one was Union, part two was us – Union had about 87% and we had about 13%.
When the Stock Exchange changed from a mutual society to a share-holding democracy, we were allocated shares as a Member firm. Those shares were going to be the property of Close Bros. when they bought us, although they would still be in our name. However, Close Bros. would have the wherewithal to do what they wanted with the shares.
In their wisdom they decided we should sell them!
We shouldn’t have sold them, should we? What did we want the money for? They were £3 a share and they’ve been at least five times that price since. I know it is easy in hindsight but I held my shares PA (in my personal account) a lot longer than that.
As Wins we gave our opinion and our opinion was not to sell.
Close said “We’re not into investing in shares, we’re here to trade shares”, so that was the reason we sold. It was unfortunate.
That didn’t detract from the fact that I was still mightily interested in what was going on at the Stock Exchange.
 
After the May announcement of the proposed merger de of the deal did not emerge until the middle of July, 2000 but it was a given that big listed companies both British and German would be listed in London and traded on the new system and the reverse in small listed companies, i.e. going to Frankfurt. The man to run iX day to day, hands-on, would be Seifert, whilst Cruikshank would be his Chairman. There was glad-handing all around to sell the deal.
Brian: I believe it was the Treasury driving this merger. It was more or less a done deal, and Don Cruickshank was parachuted in to sign it all up. Cruickshank had just done a big report on the banks for the Government, so I suspect the Government sent him in. I made the point that it was all very well for the big boys to have this merger, because it opened up the whole of Europe in FTSE stocks and London was the market. What the proposal didn’t do, because the big boys were not interested, was that it paid no heed to smaller companies. It paid no heed to the USMs, to the FTSE-250 Index. It was being built for international globalisation of leading equities around the world.
Ian Plenderleith: There was a clear sense that with the greater integration in Europe in the European Union, not so much the euro itself – although that came later – but the single financial market in the EU, that it was pretty daft to have a dozen individual national stock exchanges. Clearly there had to be some kind of consolidation.
Deutsche Bourse was one of the three major trading markets, along with the London Stock Exchange and Paris Bourse.
The question then was, where was going to be the centre for securities trading in Europe?
And the answer is undoubtedly London.
But then, how is the consolidation going to happen?
One of the ways was obviously for the biggest and the next biggest, London and Frankfurt, to amalgamate. That was the essence of the deal. They were essentially going to amalgamate with the main market in London, the small cap market in Germany, and the Board composed of both exchanges.
Stephen Lewis: I think there probably was quite a lot of pressure here in the UK for the merger from the Europhiles, the Eurofanatics, because they saw that as a way of locking Britain into the European financial system.
 
Brian: We went to Frankfurt, a delegation of us, brokers and me really, headed by John Hall from Brewin. I don’t think there was any other London jobber. We went to see Werner Seifert and the German Stock Exchange. The idea was to learn how things would work. It was all very nice, all very jolly. We even went to see where Werner and Don Cruickshank would sit, because this was a fait accompli, the game was allegedly over, the deal was done.
I didn’t like any of it.
They knew the way I felt. They knew the way others felt about this. We kept hammering away that we didn’t want to do this. It was the wrong price, and I kept telling them that.
The Deutsche Bourse was very good, but nowhere near as important as the London Stock Exchange in terms of world renown and in terms of presence. The LSE is a gigantic marketing name, so how could it be less than 50-50? The Germans wanted control, at least 51-49, or 50.1:49.9. The Deutsche Bourse was much bigger than us in terms of turnover, but that was not the point. Only London and New York had the cachet.
 
That summer Don Cruickshank tried to dismiss the iX merger as something not terribly important: ‘This is a bog-standard, medium-sized hostile bid situation. The London Stock Exchange is a PLC, with commercial ambitions and obligations to shareholders’.
As a phrase, there was not even a nod to the traditions and history of an institution that was 227 years old, or the people who had dearly loved it for decades, and it came back to haunt him later as the press got their teeth into the issue.
Charlie Peel: Peter Meinerzhagen, a very influential City character, kept telling me, you have no hope. He was a Director of the Stock Exchange. Over a two-month period he kept saying to me, you have no hope, no chance at all. It was, he maintained, a done deal; we were foolish to oppose it. No hope.
Ian Plenderleith: Brian Winterflood may have been quoted as saying, Frankfurt would get the cream and we would get the crap, but I do not think that was right. He was entitled to argue his views. I think the merger was a terrific deal for London, because I didn’t have the slightest doubt that the centre of gravity of the main market would be in London. I also thought the small cap market would eventually end up in London – given the greater trading expertise here – and we could have had a management structure that would have ensured that, effectively, the market developed in London. It would have had great acceptance and legitimacy, because the only possible rival – Germany – would be welded into the London Market. So it would have been a merger, but London would have been dominant, as the dominant market. I don’t think it was ever a question of a German takeover, and it was never considered as such either.
Rod Kent: When Deutsche Bourse came along and wanted to take over the London Stock Exchange, Brian absolutely felt with a passion that this was not right and I think he was key – seminal – in getting opinion against that whole thing. He may have had no shares but he did it just by stressing to people that this was London, this was absolutely the second financial centre of the world after New York – possibly now the first all these years later – and the German financial markets, capital markets, were tiny by comparison, and they still are. This was completely arse about tit. The case for the merger was just money and financial engineering and Deutsche Bourse needing somewhere to go. Of course, the LSE would have been a terrific purchase for them.
Stephen Lewis: It was not a matter of wielding power within the Stock Exchange through a holding of shares. It was Brian’s moral authority which he had built up as the champion of the small investor. If Brian had not made markets in a whole range of small and medium-sized companies, then there would have been a lot of small and medium-sized brokers who would have had no business. They would not have had securities for their clients to purchase and sell. So these companies, each with a small share holding in the Stock Exchange, but adding up to an appreciable sum, they were naturally inclined to listen to what Brian had to say. There are people who had personal links with Brian, going back a long time. He knew everybody.
He had moral authority because he had always stuck to his principles and his views on how the markets should develop, and he had not been swayed by short-term pecuniary influences. He hadn’t taken the money and run, as it were. This made one more inclined to listen to what he had to say, because clearly it was not necessarily going to be self-interested. It might be worth listening to what he has to say because it comes from an objective point of view.
Julian Palfreyman: Being so important in trading Aim stocks helped to cement our position within the City, because Winterfloods is now a very important cog in the whole workings of the City. People had to sit up and take note of what we said, because of our dominance trading smaller companies.
I think this is part of the reason we had an influence on the German takeover attempt. Because we were dominant, because we were seen as important, and obviously Brian was still the figurehead of this organisation – to the outside world he’s the man running Winterflood, although we were operationally running it – he was a very important person within the City. He spoke for a very large number of people.
At his level, most of the people talking politics are talking rubbish, and just saying what they think they should say. But Brian was always very straight talking, told it as he saw it, and was direct with his approach. So when the Germans came, Brian said no, this is wrong. He actually really did. Brian actually did rattle the sabres and was instrumental in leading the verbal rejection by the City.
Had it been me talking, or Dave Macnamara, or Mike Hines, no one would have listened. We certainly would not have been able to get people to listen, because the older partners who were still running broking firms, they knew Brian and they knew what he was.
In their eyes, the success of Winterfloods, it was down to him.
That’s not resentment on my part.
We would not have been able to fight off the Germans without him, if he had not been there. But it would have been a lot harder for Brian without the overall view of what Winterfloods was within the City, because we were successful and dominant.
In a comment piece on June 21, 2000 for the Daily Mail, Alex Brummer wrote:
‘Finally it is dawning on the London Stock Exchange that it has a fight on its hands if it is to convince 75% of shareholders to back iX. The little guys see the merger as an act of treachery after which they will no longer be controlling owners of the new iX but just customers.’
Brian: I thought that the deal they were going to do wasn’t the one we should have had. The newspapers, the world at large, were looking at Germany being pre-eminent. I thought, we don’t want it to go that way, we don’t want to lose our independence, and certainly it shouldn’t be anything other than a balance of power, 50-50.
I became a spokesman because I was well-known in the City, and the newspapers were looking for someone from the practitioners to speak out. It was absolutely a media campaign. There were big campaigns in the newspapers, and people wanted to keep their independence. They didn’t want to be part of the iX Trust system in Germany.
My argument was that a lot of the big boys would vote for this because it suited their book, but the smaller people in London, the backbone of the Stock Exchange as practitioners and smaller companies, will not get a look in.
I think the brokers were very glad I was there. They didn’t want to do what I was doing, did they?
Talking to journalists?
No thanks!
John Jay: You need to understand the nature of journalism. Journalists like someone who is a character, someone who is outspoken, someone who is prepared to go into battle. Journalists live on conflict. I don’t meant machine guns. You have a free market in ideas in this country, that’s the heart of a liberal democracy, and the heart of a free press in the sense of its political and business reporting – we’re not talking about sport – they focus on the to and fro, the battle of ideas. You’ll quite often find that in a battle there is a David and Goliath situation, and David gets a lot of coverage.
By July 17, 2000, two days after the prospectus for the iX merger was released, Brian Winterflood was putting together an alliance of small brokers – including Peel Hunt, Collins Stewart, Beeson Gregory, Seymour Pierce, Shore Capital and Teather & Greenwood – to buy out the Aim market from the Stock Exchange. They suggested running the new small-cap exchange outside the London Stock Exchange and under the Department of Trade and Industry, just as those OTC brokers did in the 1970’s before the USM was founded.
This was a direct challenge to the Stock Exchange’s authority.
At the same time, Winterflood was busy coping with discussions of a billion-pound buy-out of his own company by Schwab, subsequently vetoed by Close Brothers’ chief Rod Kent, according to the Daily Mail’s Geoff Foster, because without Wins, ‘Close Brothers would look much less exciting’.
In passing, Winterflood was described by Foster as ‘a wily old fox’.
 
Carol Leonard: When Brian became influential in stopping the merger between Deutsche Bourse and the London Stock Exchange, it was because he would have made sure he was influential. If he felt that it wasn’t right, which he did, he would have shouted louder into the right ears. He was well wired-in but he has done that himself. It was all off his own bat, it was not a position he had inherited because his family had been in the City for centuries. He would have forced them to listen to him, because he was right. He must have been a complete pain in the arse to them. They must have rolled their eyes and cursed him, but he was right, and therefore he would have been so tenacious. He kept going to all the right people. Because he’s comfortable with journalists – I don’t think I ever recall him saying anything off the record – because he would just talk to you, it was on the record. He was completely fearless in that regard.
Going into August, 2000, with the prospect of a Stock Exchange shareholder vote on September 14, opinion was hardening among small practitioners in the City. Initial articles about the merger cited the views in favour among the Great and the Good, men with command over tens of billions of pounds. The first media mention of Brian Winterflood in May quoted him as having doubts, and was tacked on as a last paragraph on a six-column piece in the Daily Telegraph; now his views often led newspaper coverage of the merger story.
Reg Valin: One PR firm I know was approached to research the City to determine attitudes among institutions, analysts and journalists to the prospect of a bid from Deutsche Bourse. The feedback was extremely negative. One quote was, ‘I would not want to see Messerschmitts on my lawn’. There was a similar feeling about the Americans as there was about the Germans. We don’t want a great big asset to be taken over by any other country. Why should we? Let’s face it, the Stock Exchange is doing a brilliant job, absolutely flourishing. The London market is now the premier market in the world. Why the hell should we succumb to an overseas bid? It should be the other way around. That is something I don’t understand. Why aren’t we going out and acquiring them rather than the reverse?
Ian Plenderleith: Some people may have presented the merger as, ‘take your Messerschmitt off my lawn’, but it wasn’t actually like that at all. It had been presented as a merger, but there was a great deal of difficulty about how it would be regulated, because German regulatory authorities, and London regulatory authorities, both wanted a say in it. Regulation was actually the stumbling block, because you couldn’t get to establish any regulatory structure in time. Although it was presented as a merger, I don’t have any doubt that London would actually have been dominant. From that base it could very well then have swept up the other European exchanges, and looked for a trans-Atlantic alliance.
In the City, it is normal for a good big ‘un to beat a good little ‘un. The big firms wanted the merger, they had the votes, enough, they thought, on paper for a 75-25 verdict among the 298 members, required in London at the crucial September 14 meeting. But doubts also surfaced in Germany, ironically in parallel with those in London.
 
Angela Knight: The Frankfurt financial community took a negative view. I went over there quite a lot for discussions, and the Frankfurt financial community saw it as Werner Seifert over-egging himself. Brussels never really got involved. Undoubtedly the merger would have drained some financial power from London, but the major problem would have been the corporate problem. UK PLCs would have experienced very significant difficulty in the first instance and for some time to come. The costs involved at that merger were very significant indeed, and the regulators couldn’t work it out either.
Lord (Eddie) George: This idea that there’s a national distinction is alien, really. It’s alien to the whole ethos and culture of the City. The City’s always been international. I remember having a meeting with the senior people in the big banks, and sitting around the table, you would have no idea what the nationality of the bank was. Indeed, one asks, what does nationality mean, when shares are owned all over the world? I think it was the same thing with Germany when Gerhardt Schroder was saying, we can’t let Vodaphone take over Mannesmann, because Mannesmann is a national treasure. Actually, it was pointed out to him that more shares in Mannesmann were owned or managed out of London than they were in Germany. Collapse of stout party. That was the ethos, and I think there was no reason to actually make the Deutsche Bourse takeover of the London Stock Exchange a nationalistic thing, to say, this is the London Stock Exchange, this is the UK – because the market was in the best position to judge that.
A suggestion from Don Cruickshank, in his effort to make the merger work, that ‘shares in London should be quoted in euros as well as sterling’, did not go down well.
The terms of the fight over the merger changed when a Swedish company called OM came in with what was seen as an ‘opportunist bid’ for the LSE, pricing it at £803million. The OM bid, later raised to more than a billion pounds, dominated the whole public discussion of the merger between Deutsche Bourse and the LSE (the latter is now capitalised at £5.4 billion).
 
Charlie Peel: Peter Meinersthagen started swinging!
I told him, we’re going to stop the takeover. I threatened to walk out of a meeting with the Stock Exchange, saying if you don’t discuss the concerns of smaller cap companies, for which this German takeover is crap, then we would fight it.
Brian cottoned on to me as an ally, I expect, because I was a bit more Establishment than him.
Not that I am more Establishment, but I am an Old Etonian.
And I can be outspoken, which I was.
It was beginning to go pretty well, the battle, but then Brian went off for his annual Corsican holiday. He said, Charles, I’ve told all my journalist friends to stay in contact with you about the Germans.
When he was away in Corsica there were a few articles where it mentioned, ‘Charles Peel said’, and I sounded very sensible.
In front of the Stock Exchange Council itself I used rude language, but in front of the press I didn’t.
Brian said, all my journalist friends think you’re the man, you are the responsible chap about this merger. He said, I read all the articles about ‘Charles Peel says’ and you sound very responsible.
He said, I am made out to be the madman!
I laughed, because Brian was saying that I sounded sensible.
The journalists had come up to me and I didn’t really want to talk to them, but I said yes, yes, difficult battle, yet there’s no way the Germans are going to win this.
Even though all the big guns were on the side of the merger, we had extraordinary people ringing us up.
Some guy ran a small private client firm, he had an accent like a thousand Etonians together. He loved us, loved us, you know, ‘carry on, I am with you’. Brian knew them all, and we really got going.
Even though the deal was supposed to be stitched together by the big boys, it had to be voted on.
John Jay: You mustn’t confuse newspaper cuttings with the truth. Not that newspaper cuttings are lying, but they don’t tell the whole story. You have got to remember that a financial journalist is the other side of a very thick piece of glass that is quite blurry. Through the glass he can hear muffled voices, and can only pick up one word in ten, and he can only see a distorted picture of what’s going on the other side of the glass.
Carol Leonard: Merrill Lynch or Citibank, gigantic organisations, huge, that might have given a nod to the Deutsche Bourse deal, they listened to Brian because he wouldn’t go away. He did speak for all the small players, and these were a powerful lobby group.
Sometimes you can get to a herd mentality, all sorts of people – they’re doing a hundred other things in their busy lives, running their banks and their families, dealing with what may or may not happen – and decisions may go through almost on a nod.
Sometimes it takes one person, somewhere, to say, hang on a minute, the king’s got no clothes on.
I have seen countless examples of this happening, decisions go through, and they’re the wrong deal, the wrong decisions.
Brian: Americans don’t understand our culture. You would think that with all the American Banks here – there are more American Merchant Banks here than in America – they would understand us better. I remember when the Chicago Board Trade came to London 30 ago they thought, like the cavalry, they’d go in and do this and that. They didn’t understand us and they still seem to have the same attitude.
Nobody could be worse that George W. Bush at diplomacy “the axis of evil” is easy to say but you’ve got to live with it and when the axis of evil turns, all of a sudden they are not the axis of evil. The British don’t do it like that, not perfect perhaps, but less belligerent. However, Americans are Americans and I love them.
Charlie Peel: Ian Plenderleith might have been right in saying London would have won anyway, but under the iX merger plans the small cap market was supposed to move to Germany. I couldn’t see Brian doing that. As a result, the small-cap market would have died as we later saw with the demise of the German small-cap market, Neumark.
There were quite aggressive people in the Stock Exchange who had originally forced Aim through, and they would not want to see Aim dying.
The big stockbrokers, the Stock Exchange Chairman and the Chief Executive were iffy, saying, ‘small cap’…you know?’
They pooh-poohed small caps.
I later wrote a letter to Clara Furse when she became the Stock Exchange Chief Executive, saying, just remember, the small cap market is the wind beneath your wings. I got that off Willie Nelson. She wrote back to tell me it was a good letter and she sent it down to the compliance people.
I mean, where are you going to get the large caps from if they don’t start off as small caps?
Ian Plenderleith: Brian Winterflood could have carried on trading in small cap companies based physically in London. They could trade small caps everywhere. There was an impression that it was all migrating to Germany. That, (a) wasn’t true, and (b), anyhow you could trade anywhere, as people do now.
Brian articulated a case against this merger that touched on a lot of latent feeling amongst the membership that they didn’t particularly want to merge with an overseas exchange, particularly Germany. They didn’t think strategically about the way the structure of markets in Europe was going to develop. It’s very hard to get people away from the mind-set that if the London exchange merges with someone else, then the business will be split between the two centres. The business is without frontiers. It takes place in an international market in any case, and that’s what happens now, especially where the management and where the decision-making was. That was going to be a joint market, but I don’t really doubt that London was going to be dominant because it was a much bigger market.
Brian was very active and vociferous in opposing this move. The deal itself was going to be difficult to get through in any case. There wasn’t the regulatory structure to make it easy to do. It ran out of steam of its own accord, but Brian obviously was a force against it, and I think therefore probably got credited as the man who stopped it.
Perhaps a little bit unfairly.
 
Brian: Who trades AIM stocks? Only London. Where do the IPO’s come to, from all over the world? London. The equivalent markets in France and Germany are dead. London is the financial centre of the universe, because of its place in the time zone, its language and geography. Why give it up?
 
Angela Knight: Some of us said, hang on, it would be madness if we lose so much of non-FTSE companies trading in Germany under German rules, German corporate law, and German requirements and German lack of transparency…you simply can’t do it.
At APCIMS we spoke for thirty percent of the Stock Exchange’s votes, and we did a report, a lot of fronting. Brian Winterflood did the job from the business side, and we had a very good partnership. The reason we had influence is because we were unconflicted people. The smaller brokers were the unconflicted people. Everybody else was as conflicted as hell. Either they were doing the advising, or they had some sort of stake in the merger, or they saw that they may well have got a pretty serious potential benefit if they got the two exchanges together. They were therefore conflicted. It didn’t matter which of the main entities you’re taking about, Merrill Lynch, Morgan Stanley, whatever, they were all conflicted. The only people who were not conflicted were ourselves.
We got loads of information passed to us, confidentially, from entities where they were conflicted, but where individuals there knew perfectly well that there was a serious problem.
Actually it was one of the very few times when the smaller people saw off the giant firms.
Brian Winterflood launched a fierce public attack on the whole iX proposal through Telegraph journalist Douglas Morrison:
‘This is the busiest crossroads in the securities industry that we’ve ever come to. They get the cream in Frankfurt, we get the crap and in the end there’s no liquidity. Those big investment houses couldn’t give a tinker’s cuss about trading. They’re not interested in risking their capital. What they want is funds under management. The retail trade was sacrificed on the altar of high finance and to hell with it. We were not against this merger until we asked for the detail, and once we got the detail we said this is not right for London. We have more money and more expertise than any of the other centres. So we are the leaders, not the bloody takeover second eleven.’
Stephen Lewis: There were other factors in Brian’s successful campaign. One is the personal unpopularity of Werner Siefert, the fellow who led the Deutsche Bourse campaign. A lot of those who set out being quite enthusiastic about the concept of a deal with Deutsche Bourse, once they actually saw the man himself decided that maybe it wouldn’t be in their personal interests to get involved…because he might sack them. Seifert was very thrusting, modern in his approach, tending to streamline.
He was not the sort of chap to tolerate opposition.
 
On August 27, the Swedish OM Group turned their interest into a hostile bid for the London Stock Exchange. Winterflood welcomed this move, claiming it gave a better valuation of the LSE, but insisted: ‘It would not be right to base the exchange in Sweden’. The LSE rejected the OM bid out of hand as ‘wholly inadequate’, but the Financial Times that day carried an editorial condemning LSE management as ‘bumbling and incompetent’, and iX as ‘deeply flawed’.
Instead, the FT mooted an LSE-Nasdaq alliance.
The campaign got extremely personal by the beginning of September, 2000, and focussed on the two officers of the Stock Exchange Council, Cruickshank and Casey. Though the Stock Exchange Council itself had voted unanimously for the merger, the actual fighting to win over opinion was left to the officers. They got a mauling.
On September 9, the Saturday before the crucial LSE meeting, the Independent newspaper called for heads to roll, starting with Cruickshank and Casey, saying the latter ‘deserves a public hanging for allowing this once great institution to be reduced to this terrible mishap’.
The editorial went on: ‘Hardly anyone outside the big foreign-owned City investment banks seems to want this deal. British technology companies don’t want it because they would rather be listed in London than Frankfurt, big German companies don’t want it because they would prefer to remain listed in Frankfurt than transfer to London, the Stock Exchange’s shareholders are against it because they think the terms undervalue their business, British retail brokers don’t want it because they would rather transact their business in sterling than euros – and can do without the cost of converting to a German trading platform to boot – and even some members of Deutsche Bourse’s board are against it in the belief that too much power is being ceded to London.’
The merger issue was now a story across Europe, with French newspapers fascinated by what they call ‘the power and the passion’ of Brian Winterflood’s opposition campaign; on September 11, three days before the decisive LSE meeting, in an article headlined ‘Close Brothers au centre des speculation a la City’ they dubbed him the ‘dynamiteur’ of iX.
On Tuesday, September 12, following a report from Michael Marks’s own Merrill Lynch that the merger was always too ambitious to be workable, Cruickshank announced that it was to be abandoned.
This did not assuage the anger of his opponents.
Both Cruickshank and Casey went through a public humiliation.
As Weaver describes it: ‘The Stock Exchange Board contains many big hitters among its non-executives, but not one said a word in defence of its executives’.
 
Charlie Peel: Gavyn Casey, Brian disliked him (Gavyn Casey had been on that so-called Star Camber in CNW which sacked Winterflood in 1988, twelve years earlier and was himself sacked within five weeks back then. BM). Even Casey will admit he was left out on a limb. I remember the meeting where we dished the merger. I was there, sitting next to Brian.
I told Gavyn what was going to happen, and it did.
People took the merger with Deutsche Bourse very personally. People were very excited about it because they were fighting for everything they believed in as stockbrokers.
Ian Plenderleith: I think there were many Stock Exchange Members who felt that there was no need to get together with an overseas exchange, particularly if it meant London sharing government and location with another centre. They were pretty antagonistic to any kind of move like that.
I don’t think it was political in the sense that it was driven in Brussels and Berlin. I think that politics were an angle that had to be managed, particularly the regulatory structure, where Europe, although it’s supposed to have a single financial market, didn’t actually have a single regulatory structure. I don’t think government were terribly interested in the question. Where shares were traded, and where the liquidity was, was going to be the same regardless of being in Frankfurt or London. It was just a question of whether we needed two sets of exchanges running separate markets.
Brian: I became the champion of the practitioners trying to keep the London market intact. I was pretty vocal, I have to say. I was looking for a wholesale revolt, and was quoted that week as saying there were two hundred stockbrokers throughout Britain who were very, very upset. The AGM would see the back of it. I remember it was a big, big day, we were all at the InterContinental Hotel, going in for this massive meeting with the Stock Exchange, that’s when Gavyn Casey said that I put the sword in. It was funny because the battle had come to a real pitch, and as I walked into the Conference Hall, all these reporters turned around, flashing cameras – a bit like one of those Hollywood movies – flash, flash, flash, gabardine macs and trilbies – it wasn’t that, but they were all around me, I was absolutely engulfed by media people.
Charlie Peel: We had the votes.
I remember at the AGM, we had shares.
In the end, it was brilliant.
We won because we had all the small guns, the people.
I think it was a bloody good thing that I did to oppose the deal, because I was one of those who kept the battle going.
People thought, if Charlie Peel is going to stop this merger, we’re on his side. I talked to quite a lot of people.
Most people were against the Germans, but they daren’t say so. But if they thought that people like me were against the deal – the unspoken part of the deal was that Charlie Peel had been to Eton – then they voted with us.
Gavyn Casey, the man in the middle trying to sell the deal to London, was portrayed as ‘the German’. There was a bandwagon started.
Why should we sell out?
We had the money to keep the Exchange, and we had the votes.
In dishing that Stock Exchange merger, Brian got a lot of the credit, but no one got the credit in the end, because by that time everybody was against it. It was hard to find anyone in London who had originally claimed to be for it.
The idea from the Bank of England that it failed because of queries about regulation is crap, a lot of crap.
Gavyn Casey was left out swinging in the wind. I felt sorry for him, because I used to like Gavyn. But I told him, I am voting against it.
Brian: Casey got thrown out and he blamed me for him getting thrown out. I suppose he did that because I was leading the opposition to the takeover, and he more or less agreed that merger. I have to say in his defence, that when he went into the London Stock Exchange as chief executive, he actually rationalised it, he cut it down from a huge bureaucratic organisation to a much more manageable size, and ran it professionally. But he threw in the towel straight away with the German Stock Exchange, and it was all over. We were all against it and he paid the price. He was the one who said that I had put the sword in, not me. Why would I do that? I was with him at County NatWest, and actually, he did not impress me. I was against what they were doing at the Stock Exchange, but he was the ringleader, he was in charge of it, he was where the buck stopped There were no secret cabals, no funny handshakes, it was a million miles away from all that. I would never subscribe to that anyway. But I certainly did not stab him in the back.
A vote was taken among those at the meeting, to dispense with Gavyn Casey’s services. In actual numbers, it went against him 67 to 45. The big battalions, who had sent him and Cruickshank in to sell the rest of the City the deal – then left him swinging in the wind – later went to a card vote and re-elected him to the board 56 to 43. This only ensured he would be a lame duck. He resigned quietly the following day.
Charlie Peel: What changed was that I think people liked us. We would ring them and say, we’re voting against, we’ve got eight votes. Then we had fifty votes, or a hundred votes, this firm, that firm. The country brokers didn’t like the merger at all. They loved Brian. Brian is a really charming bloke.
Lord (Eddie) George: Brian had the energy and the enthusiasm to put the case across. It wasn’t the only case that was being made, and in the end, it won. I was glad about that personally, I was quite pleased but I was rather surprised, to tell the truth.
Rod Kent: Clearly Brian didn’t speak against all the voices in power, because there was a huge under-swell of opinion. The media, of course, like certain conduits, and also they took a position in this case. For whatever reason, there was a big groundswell of opinion against the merger, and Brian, because he knows everybody, managed to mobilise that. That took an awful lot of doing, I imagine, chatting and drinking and all the usual lobbying.
In the process, there was moral suasion.
He had negligible votes. He wasn’t an activist shareholder in the modern sense of the word, but he was an activist City operator. The respect he has from all quarters is immense, not just for his achievements, but also for his sheer knowledge and stickability.
He’s a punchy individual with very strong views on things. It can from time to time be awkward, a tiny minority of the time, but I admire him because he is prepared to stand up in a rather unpopular way and wrap himself in a Union Jack and say, we’re English, we’re British, this is the City of London.
So bugger off!
 
A sour note was struck at the end of that momentous week by a flag-ship newspaper in Rupert Murdoch’s empire. In the Sunday Times’ on September 17, 2000, Patrick Weaver wrote:
‘The ballroom of the InterContinental Hotel in London’s Park Lane is a good place for banquets.
‘Its brochure says nothing about public executions, but that is how the first annual meeting of the demutualised London Stock Exchange will be remembered.
‘Gavyn Casey was the scapegoat of a motley collection of pinstripes from the shires, backwoodsmen, romantics harking back to bygone days, self-publicists and genuinely upset retail brokers.
‘As executions go, it was horrible.’
 
It is hard to know which description fits Brian Winterflood or his ally Charlie Peel – perhaps ‘romantics harking back to bygone days’?
But given that, without a merger with Frankfurt, eight years later London has a strong claim to be the world’s financial capital, surely one should hear more from romantics?
 
 

20 - Loose Ends
 
 
 
 
 
In August, 2008 Winterflood Securities was twenty years old and in rude health. Takeover rumours continued to swirl around it, indeed Wins may have been sold yet again before this manuscript hits the streets.
At the same time, its founder Brian Winterflood was seventy-one years old, also in rude health.
So long as the company and culture he founded, and Brian and Doreen are alive together with their three children, there is really no end to this story.
It could have all been much different and, haunted by the ghost of his father, have reached a bleaker conclusion. Meanwhile, there are loose ends.
Not the least of them is the period after the iX merger failed, leaving the Swedish OM company as a hostile bidder.
Brian: OM got involved because the Stock Exchange was up for sale. In fact, it was probably the intervention of OM that saved the day. OM thought they had the right technology, they were selling their product to various people, and they could see the valuation of the LSE was reasonably low. They put in a cheeky bid to see if they could buy the thing. It was quite obvious they never were going to be able to buy it, but the intervention put everything on hold, and it gave everybody time to re-assess what they thought about iX
You have to ask the question still, why was OM the only other bidder? Now we have Nasdaq bidding, we have the NYSE bidding, we have every bugger bidding. Did nobody realise the value of the London Stock Exchange at that time? Yes, somebody did. Werner Seifert did, he realised our value. OM’s bid was killed off in October of that year when the LSE shareholders voted to confirm a restriction of just under 5% on individual stakes in the firm.
The Australians in the shape of Macquarie also made a bid, which I thought ‘cheeky’. Six of their top men came to my offices, amongst others they were canvassing, to gauge reaction to their would-be takeover. I remember saying to them as they left, that their £5.80 bid was not only well short of the market price at the time, it only really had a chance if it was the other way around, that is £8.50. It never happened.
 
Taking over the LSE comes down to price. That’s all it is in the end. Why are these American hedge funds in this game, holding shares in the LSE? American hedge funds are there for the benefit of American hedge funds. There’s no greater ulterior motive for their being here than making a profit. If they think there is no more value to be had out of the London Stock Exchange, they’ll sell it.
In the end, price will dictate the matter.
I would like to think that we would not sell the family silver, but, it’s for sale. If there was a white knight, he hasn’t shown himself. The big hope was that Michael Spencer of ICAP might have done a deal with them. But you have to say it’s not the same game at all. It’s the sort of thing where you might get some clever entrepreneur like Branson who would say, we’ll set up a consortium. He’ll do anything for publicity, won’t he?
But who out there would do it?
 
The powerful German newspaper, Frankfurter Allgemeine Zeitung (‘it’s a newspaper halfway between The Times and the FT,’ says Stephen Lewis, ‘but stuffy, very stuffy’) carried a rueful profile of Brian Winterflood on April 19, 2001:
 
‘It would be an exaggeration to say that Brian Winterflood was the person who prevented the merger of the German and UK stock exchanges. But he did contribute significantly to the opposition of British traders to the merger. At the time, the Germans completely underestimated the influence of the smaller members of the Stock Exchange who concentrate principally on private client business. Winterflood and his colleagues were invited last year for a day’s presentation in Frankfurt, but there was no question of involvement in drawing up the plan, Winterflood remembers. Even the top management of the London Stock Exchange and the investment banks, who had long had a say there, were surprised at the strength of the rejection…the merger, Winterflood reaffirms, would have gone completely against the interests of the British brokers, because their core business would have moved over to Germany. He is full of praise for …Werner Seifert: ‘a genial, clever and dynamic man. If he had been our man, I would have voted for him. But it seemed like he wanted to look after only his own interests.’’
Meanwhile, newspapers reported that Werner Seifert had retired back to Frankfurt to lick his wounds. He had another go at the LSE in 2004, still worried that he would be defeated by what he saw as xenophobic anti-German hostility in London. Ironically, he was defeated by his own shareholders – mostly Anglo-American hedge funds – who were widely described in Germany as ‘locusts’. Seifert had taken the Deutsche Bourse to a position where he could claim to lead the highest-earning stock exchange in the world. While this was happening, and its share price was rising, German institutions were cashing in, and the buyers were hedge funds. The London-based Children’s Investment Trust, which eventually called for Mr Seifert’s head, had raised its stake in Deutsche Bourse from 3 percent to 8 percent over a four-month period.
When it came to a second bid for the LSE, these hedge funds did not want the Deutsche Bourse’s profits committed to a second ‘merger’; they wanted the earnings in dividends.
In May, 2005, greatly embittered, Werner Seifert resigned to write a book about the unfair way he felt he had been treated.
(Contrast the thirst of German institutions and financial leaders to remain German in this battle for European supremacy, with the Olympian opinion of Bank of England figures like Lord (‘Eddie’) George and Ian Plenderleith.)
This is a never-ending story.
 
Brian: When all the dust and smoke was cleared, our Stock Exchange was still standing, not taken over. I am not saying there is not a price for the Stock Exchange but rather why, when we have been around for so long, when we happen geographically to be in the right place with the world’s international language and time zone, with more major banks in the City of London than anywhere else in the world, why we are always the target for takeover bids and not the predator?
To be really cynical you have to ask, what is a stock exchange?
It’s not where regulations stem from, it is no longer the listing authority, and it doesn’t have a monopoly on news. It had all of these things under its umbrella when it was being bid for, and of course the stamp of approval as the best working name in the world. Boy! How things have changed, and now I wonder what it has to offer. After all, we and many others like us are stock exchanges, we provide the quotes and the liquidity.
On the horizon is a whole batch of competitors, Boot, Turquoise, Rainbow, CHX for example, all with deep pools of liquidity.
Where is today’s value in the London Stock Exchange? I have to say I don’t understand it. We had a valuation up to £18 a share or thereabouts. Why didn’t we sell it then? What happened to all those shrewd institutions who wanted the LSE sold at £5 a share? There is a price for everything.
 
	Day in the working life of Brian Winterflood:
 
	7.30 am. I manage a swim every morning for 20 minutes at home in Wimbledon to justify having a well-heated pool. I guess if I belonged to a health club it would cost about the same but not so convenient. Actually the pool is well worth the expense. It’s the one place I can put together my thoughts if I have to make a speech.

	8.00. Breakfast with my wife, Doreen, something different every day. A quick glance at the FT and other papers.

	9-9.30. I leave Wimbledon for the City, and drive myself to the office near Cannon Street Station. The traffic lights en route allow me to finish the FT in depth which means I can give it to the doorman when I arrive. He gets both halves if I have had a good run.

	10.30. Check to see what the Market is doing then go through the post and my diary with my PA. Most important of all, have a look at my hard copy of overnight positions and have a chat with my CEO. The beauty of our business is that it is real-time so we always know exactly how we stand. Of course I have not been running the day-to-day business since becoming non-Executive Chairman in January 2002.

	11.30. A cup of bouillon in the winter and tea in the summer and then off to have a walk around the dealing room and possibly the back office. I like to see and be seen.

	12.30-1.00. Off to lunch, usually with people from institutions, public relations or brokers. Occasionally when I have a free lunch date I go to two places where I feel I can eat comfortably alone and read some papers, either Sweetings or the George and Vulture.

For our Dealers, busy days usually means meals at their desks or entertaining our customers from the broking community. Always working, our boys and girls.
	2.30-3.00. Back from lunch, answering calls just like in the morning, from all sorts of professional people. We don’t, of course, have calls from the public, as we do not deal directly with them (a pure jobber only deals with professionals).

	4.30-5.00. Market closes, have a look to see what sort of a day we have had. Then perhaps catch up on a speech for later on, or get changed to go to a black tie do. I suppose I am out at a function twice a week on average, both for the Company and various Charities I am involved in.

	5.30-6.00. Once a month I will Chair a Board Meeting when our parent, Close Bothers, attends. If I am not at business affairs I usually meet my wife in the West End for theatre, cinema or dinner. Of course, I buy her dinner at this stage of our lives, as she has become a ‘booker’ not a ‘cooker’ (most of the time).

I am fortunate indeed to be allowed by my parent company to use our facilities for various charities that I support in one form or another. I have to say that all of our employees are very generous with their cash and time in helping these charities. We have a large take-up of G.A.Y.E (Give As You Earn) and a lot is directed towards R.E.M.E.D.I which has really become our in-house charity.
 
In June, 1989, Brian Winterflood was appointed a vice president of Remedi, and went on to become President (he handed on the baton to one of his directors, James Moseley after 18 years, in 2008).
 
Soon after starting WINS annual Christmas party, a thank you for all of their brokers, at the same time raising funds for Remedi, the London Financial News reported on how much they raised. Brian Winterflood was quoted: ‘In the end the creation of wealth for its own sake can’t be good for anything. We’ve got to be careful we don’t get caught up in utter greed.’
 
The Daily Telegraph reported in January 1997 that he had put three of his dealers into the London marathon to raise money for Remedi. This has now become a yearly feature of various in-house teams running in the firm’s colours who have raised a lot of money over the years.
 
Brian: In the early days of these parties security was not so hot and I spotted an elderly couple helping themselves to the booze and the sandwiches. I asked them what they were doing at a private party, and they replied, ‘yes, we know it’s private, but Brian invited us.’ I gave them top marks for cheek and sent them on their way, sandwiches bulging out of their pockets: ‘What amazes me about these parties is that guests get younger and younger every year, but I spotted only one bloke with an ear-ring, and not a single ponytail so that’s all right.’
 
Rosie Wait: ‘Remedi has raised more than £3 million for the disabled, more than half of which has been by Brian’s efforts. Our charity could never have continued for twenty years had it not been for Brian Winterflood.’
Ian Plenderleith: Brian is a terrifically lively, energetic chap, not only in business but in philanthropic causes. He’s done terrific fund-raising. He’s made Winterfloods a notable feature on the scene. He has a great flare for publicity, a lively personality in the City. There are plenty of colourful personalities in the City’s past, often colourful more for being eccentric or slightly loony. Brian was never that. He was absolutely mainstream, he knew what he was doing, he built up a business, he is a straight reliable guy, the best sort of active self-made market man in the City. You might disagree with his views, and he expressed his views very strongly – and quite often I did disagree with his views – but they were legitimate views, and he argued them straight.
 
The Animal Rights Campaign:
 
At the beginning of 2001 a nasty campaign of physical intimidation conducted over a two-year period was turned onto Wins by SHAC – the Stop Huntingdon Life Science Animal Cruelty group – comprised of extremist animal rightists with some roots in the Animal Liberation Front.
One consequence of Wins offering a market to every company on AIM was that it became the focus of campaigners against the Huntingdon Life Sciences firm – HLS – an AIM company whose experiments on animals were controversial. HLS ran the largest animal laboratory in Europe. Wins was one of two jobbers who made a market in its shares.
Groups of SHAC campaigners, up to a hundred strong, physically targeted directors and ordinary workers of HLS, and anyone from firms supplying them, intimidating them with phone calls at all hours of the day and night, and damaging cars and homes.
Winterflood Securities became a target as SHAC set out to stop the trading of shares in HLS. Brian Winterflood, Doreen, other directors like Ian Throssell, and their families were constantly harassed by balaclava-clad activists outside their homes and at Wins’s offices off Cannon Street in the City.
A typical activist leaflet – headlined Day of Action against HLS Scum – detailed acts of harassment:
 
…‘the last port of call was the very palatial home of Mr Ian Throssell, director of Wins, who deal in HLS shares and without whom HLS could not be listed on the LSE. Accompanied by huge amounts of police, people held a noisy and very angry demonstration with a minute’s silence to remember all of the animals who have been maimed, mutilated and murdered by HLS, and the demo continued until 8pm assuring that Throssell knows we will be back to tell him what we think of him at any time we like and that until Winterflood dumps HLS he will have to get used to that…’
Brian: Ian Throssell is a married man whose wife and children were at home. This was a very worrying time.
 
By March 24, 2001, the FT was reporting that Brian Winterflood had been seeking help from the LSE and its chief Executive, Clara Furse, from the City of London Police, and from the New Labour Government, to little avail. There was a lot of sympathy, Home Secretary Jack Straw was mooting action, but no more than that.
On March 28, Kleinwort Benson, decided to stop dealing in HLS’s shares.
That left just one jobber, us. As there was no competing jobber, we also had to stop trading.
There was dismay in the financial media. The Independent carried an editorial: ‘If Brian Winterflood is running scared, then things must be bad. So bad in fact that the City bruiser is refusing to speak on the record about the decision to quit market making in HLS shares.’
Calling the decision a ‘cave-in’, The Independent went on ‘Neither the Home Office, the police or the securities services were capable of cast-iron assurances of protection, so it was not a difficult choice…Too heavy handed an approach (to SHAC) risks breaching established civil liberties. By the same token, however, the capital markets have to be defended from those who would destroy them. Mr Winterflood’s decision is a bad day for the City and for British resolve more generally.’
One Wins director was quoted (then anonymously, but it was Brian himself):
‘Winterflood are dealers, not soldiers. The protestors have been coming to the office in the City for a while, we could handle that. It was just a mild irritation.
But over the past fortnight the protests moved from the office to the home of the Chairman, the walls were daubed and his wife Doreen was abused on the phone. She had never heard such abusive and foul language. She was very upset.
They were phoning employees as well. They said, we know where you live, we know where your children live, we know where your friends live.
One director returned to his home on Sunday and found sixty protestors there. His kids were in tears. His wife was terrified.
It is all right for us to be brave, but different for our wives and kids’.
 
The Government’s response was to produce a new guide from Jack Straw, on ‘proper security arrangements for companies targeted by animal rights extremists.’
The withdrawal decision was welcomed by a SHAC spokesman, one Greg Avery, barefaced enough to ignore the whole campaign of intimidation:
‘We are delighted with the decision. We think they have made the right choice.’
 
(By contrast to Brian Winterflood’s contribution to British culture and the wealth of the nation over more than fifty years, Mr Avery has had a different career path, which gives some context to his judgement on the decision being ‘right’.
Greg Avery, born in 1963 – according to Wikipedia – was, as a young man, a founder of ALF, the Animal Liberation Front.
In 1996, five years before SHAC’s campaign against Wins, Avery spent eighteen months in prison on remand after police found a number of incendiary devices in a flat he was sharing with another animal rights activist.
The second activist was sentenced to eleven years in jail; Avery was acquitted.
In 1998, Avery was sentenced to six month’s incarceration for affray.
Later that year he was sentenced to another fourteen days in prison for offences against the Public Order Act, including assaulting a policeman.
In 2002, Avery was jailed for twelve months, six months suspended, for conspiracy to incite a public nuisance.
The most serious of all charges were laid in May, 2007 against Greg Avery, when he was among thirty-two people arrested in raids involving seven hundred police officers in England, Holland and Belgium.
Mr Avery was charged with conspiracy to blackmail. On January 21, 2009, with two others, Avery was sentenced to nine years imprisonment. Mr Justice Butterfield told them: ‘You are not going to prison for your beliefs, you are not going to prison for expressing your beliefs, you are going to prison because each of you has committed a very serious criminal offence.’)
 
Doreen: Travelling was always Brian’s big hobby, he just loves it, not so much the journey but the getting there and the more remote the better. The whole point of the holiday is usually to go where no one else would ever think to go. He loves to see how other people live.
When the children came along things slowed down for a while even though Guy made his first trip to Africa aged 9 months. Of course, by this time I was not working so our 10% days were over. We found ourselves packing up the car and heading off to Wales for our summer holidays or borrowing our dear friend’s flat in Spain in Estartit where the children learned to water-ski.
When Brian considered the children were old enough he wanted to show them the communist countries so that they could see for themselves how other people lived, and realise how fortunate they were to live in a democratic country. Never did we believe that communism would one day disappear. Those journeys took us through China, Russia, Romania, Cuba, East Berlin and Albania. When we went to Albania there was trouble with Brian’s visa as we had to enter from Dubrovnik. We were told not to take any subversive reading material (religious or Playboy mags, etc.) It was like going across no man’s land to a concentration camp. A very grim-faced man was sitting at a desk and would call your name and you would step forward and show your credentials and then you could cross the border. Unfortunately Brian had been having trouble with his visa and when this man called Brian’s name he put his hands up in the air in a surrender pose. The man didn’t think it was funny and it scared the wits out of us. However we all got through and had an interesting time.
The Dictators were still in charge of those countries.
 
The most unusual place we have taken the family to has been North Korea – twice. The first time we went to the big arena and there wasn’t anything special going on, and Brian said that if ever there was a celebration we should come back because it would be spectacular. There were hardly any cars on the street, two or three, Pyongyang is supposed to be a model city and they take you to all the places you’re supposed to see. There was this enormous hotel, a huge pyramid, but it was derelict, falling to pieces because it was rubbish-built, unlike the Underground which the Russians had built, which is very much like the Moscow Metro, exactly the same tiles, chandeliers, mosaics and things.
We had two guides, one to watch the other one. We got to our rooms, our guides said, have a rest and we’ll see you in a couple of hours. We went into our rooms and then Brian said, right, kids, give them half an hour, and then we’ll go out. We waited half an hour and then crept out. We always travel with a Polaroid camera, because we found people liked to have their photographs taken and we would give them their photographs, which they loved. We walked the streets of Pyongyang, went on the Metro, taking photographs, found it all interesting. We were outside a primary school, all the boys were in the playground with wooden rifles and pretend bayonets, and they were attacking an effigy of Uncle Sam.
Then someone tapped us on the shoulder and said to us, are you lost? In fact we were, we had been in the hotel for so short a time we couldn’t remember what it was called or where it was, or anything. We said, no, no, but the chap said, I think you are, you’d better follow me. Obviously we had been followed because he took us straight back to where we were supposed to be.
Our guides were absolutely furious with us, but what could they do?
A few years later, Kim Il Sung had an 80th birthday with lots of celebrations and we went back. This time we had Jaci, Guy’s wife, with us so there were six of us. It was fantastic.
We went in via China, Guy actually arranged it all with our previous guides, direct. We arrived at Pyongyang Airport, there was a red carpet, everyone on the perimeter waved flowers, saying ‘Maz-eye, Maz-eye’ in their traditional costumes to welcome guests. They came off the plane, and finally we got off the plane and someone at the bottom with a check list said, who are you?
We said, we’re the Winterfloods.
They looked at their check lists and we were not there. We were not VIPs and we weren’t invited, so everybody had gone off in their limos. There we stood, a little group of six at the bottom of the stairs in a huddle. They really didn’t know what to do with us. In the end they sent a van across and took us to the suburbs, because all the central hotels were full up with Communist guests and tin-pot dictators from Africa and Cuba.
We saw lots going on we would not normally see when restricted to the capital, a real George Orwell ‘Big Brother’ experience.
A van would come around about 5 o’clock in the morning with a megaphone on top calling the people out and they’d all follow the van, and we joined in. We went to a big statue and they were all laying flowers for Kim Il Sung…and I laid flowers, because I’m a hypocrite.
It was very interesting and to this day Brian always says to people that they should go. He makes the point that if you hadn’t see ‘Checkpoint Charlie’ in East/West Berlin it was too late to do so now. However, if you wanted to see the last Stalinist State in the world you still could in North Korea (for a westerner the safest place you’ll ever visit). When we went again ten years later nothing had changed.
 
In January, 1992, the Daily Telegraph carried a diary piece about the Winterflood family on holiday in Africa, when Brian and Doreen were tipped off a raft into the Zambezi River rapids. They had already survived a night of African storms:
Doreen: My children made me go water-rafting at the foot of the Victoria Falls. I said I didn’t want to do it. They said, oh c’mon mum, you survived the Zambezi and you haven’t got divorced after three days in a boat with Dad. He always manages to capsize boats with me in them. I decided I would do it, we had a little pep talk, and the organisers said, there is what we call a safe boat, that’s where the supplies are, it’s got a really good rower, and you don’t have to paddle.
I said, that’s for me, I am going in the safe boat.
They all laughed but again I said, I don’t care, I am in the safe boat.
The kids got their oars, and of course, Brian wants to have an oar, and be in with all the kids and do his paddling. There wasn’t room for him so he ended up in the safe boat with me, much to his chagrin.
We’re going along, and I was upset because the oarsman kept telling us to move right or left, throwing ourselves around in the rough water to keep the boat stable. That part of the river was polluted as well, and we had life jackets but didn’t have any helmets.
Ours was the first boat to tip!
I thought, what kind of safe boat is this?
We are shooting down the river, I managed to grab the rope that was on the outside of the boat which was upside down. We get to a pool, and our oarsman gets on top of the boat, flips it over, and then dumps us all underneath and we pop up like a cork. He pulled us back on board.
I am checking everyone and then I said, ‘where’s my husband?’
They said, don’t know, where is he?
When we looked we saw his little grey head bobbing up and down in the river with his knees under his chin. We had gone too far and we couldn’t pick him up so he had to wait for another raft to come by to pick him up. He insisted when we got back to London that we all go to a hospital for tropical diseases.
 
A year later, 1993, this time in Berlin and coming up to Christmas, Brian and Doreen spotted a silver box for sale at £5,000. They noticed that it was inscribed to ‘James Gulliver from his staff’. They didn’t buy, but back in London and at a party, they tackled Gulliver.
‘Surely you’re not so hard up you have to sell the family silver?’
It transpired that the box had been burgled. Gulliver flew to Berlin, and the store returned the box.
Jimmy Bisgood (known as CJK): Brian is a great character, no question about it. It was very sad that he didn’t get anything in the nature of a gong. When you think of the corrupt things that have passed from this Government, it is a shame Brian wasn’t honoured. One feels there is so much rotten nowadays that it would be nice to see somebody who had done a lot for the City – and he would have been quite a suitable person – it would be nice to see it recognised, as a way for somebody to say thank you for all he has done.
Brian remembers visiting a Nigerian jazz party in London.
‘Tea meaning pot?’ he was asked.
‘Oh yes,’ said Doreen, ‘I’d love a cup of tea’. Brian grumbled at her later.
‘You ruined my street cred’.
 
In February, 1997, there is an account in ‘The ‘Village’ page of London Financial News, along with a photograph. It was Brian ‘The Birdman’ Winterflood, having sampled hang gliding and paragliding, took a ten minute flight in a microlight.
‘We took off from 8,000 feet overlooking Val Thorens, but the pilot didn’t tell me to wear a balaclava so even with a full-face helmet I nearly froze my face off’
 
Doreen: We did that in Courchevel in the Alps. I went up first and did the whole trip, and it was cold, I think perhaps I was wrapped up warmer than Brian because I do wrap up, I don’t like being cold. The pilot was saying to me, there’s Mount Blanc, and I am hiding my face and peeping through my fingers and going, ohhhh, lovely, but I couldn’t look. Anyway, I got down and then Brian went up and he wasn’t up there long, then he said, take me down, it’s too cold! What a sissy!
 
Brian: Doreen can’t say that. When the chance came to go free-fall sky-diving in Namibia, where was Doreen? On the ground, that’s where. I went out of the aircraft at 10,000 feet, attached to an instructor, and we fell thousands of feet before opening the parachute. It was terrific, and I am proud of doing it. Who was the sissy then? It is weighing on Doreen’s conscience, to be fair, and I know she’s planning to overcome her fears and have a go at ski-diving soon. In return, I have to take dancing lessons.
 
We have had a house in Corsica since 1986, and for a long time a young local girl looked after it while we were away. My brother Victor looks a lot like me, and when he returned from America to retire in England, I suggested that, as he was on his own he might like to use our Corsican house for a holiday.
He might, I suggested, take our young local girl out to dinner.
In due course he did just that and they struck up a relationship, but when they were out in public local Corsicans thought Victor was me, and rumours began to spread. What had I done with Doreen? The only way we could scotch these rumours was by going down there with him, and all four of us going out together so that locals could see I had not buried Doreen under the floorboards.
 
Mike Hicks: Regrets? I have them. Brian Winterflood came to see me and my firm after CNW booted him out. I was with PruBache – Prudential Bache – who were looking to expand. I took him along to see the top brass. Brian wanted £3.5 million to set the business up. The firm was happy to do it, but they wanted to be in charge of Brian, and Brian wanted to be ‘the man’, so, after his experience at CNW, that didn’t take place.
Brian then went to see Union Discount where we both had great relationships with Graeme Gilchrist – they used to call Graeme ‘Kojack’ because of his bald head, imagining a lollipop in his mouth – and Union Discount put up the money and started the firm. Wins were really good winners, and then Union Discount got a bit of a problem, cash-wise, and sold to Close Brothers.
In simple terms, that £3.5 million pound investment in 1988, if PruBache had made it, could have been worth a billion pounds at the height of the market in 2000 in the dot.com boom. Might even be more.
I couldn’t believe PruBache turned it down, but they did what they did.
Brian: For years and years we held an old and bold lunch for retired partners and senior staff. I have to say it was very well attended, and much appreciated. Regrettably, with the passing of time we have had the passing of the old and bold. I doubt the tradition will be carried on, although I am sure there will be reunions from time to time. I hope they invite me.
In the meantime a clever entrepreneur, Ian Restall, saw a great business opportunity by launching the annual USM dinner, a grand affair, taking place at venues like the Dorchester or the Inn on the Park. Restall, a stockbroker, had previously been running the USM magazine. The dinner was all about plugs for various sectors of USM businesses, such as ‘Share of the Year’ or ‘Entrepreneur of the Year’. It grew like Topsy and grabbed the attention of the big boys like the FT and more especially the big accountants who came to sponsor the event. From this sprang the AIM dinner, same formula, and many other City industries followed on. He is still packing them in. Now we no longer have a Stock Exchange Floor much of the networking is carried out at these annual award dinners, and there are lots of them every year.
 
Graeme Gilchrist: I never see Brian these days. He’s tied up in his business. I don’t know that he’s got a huge number of personal friends. I don’t think he has. He is so single-minded, so business-orientated… we occasionally bump into each other. I bumped into him on Earl’s Court station. The last time, all he said was, ‘Hello, Graeme, do you realise Derek Lyons has gone.’ He had been my number two at Union Discount, and he was fired by my successor. I really didn’t want to know that. That was a bit Brian-ish. It was brutal.
Brian: When I started Winterflood Securities, no one followed me. Nobody wanted to do the same thing. If you think of all the firms in the City, who is a singleton? Michael Spencer, of ICAP, he’s a singleton. Hardly any others. Most people are firm people, team players. I am a team player, but I like to lead the team. People have an idea and they make it work, and they get people on board. It’s about delegation. You find the best people to do the right jobs, and you put them together and you manage them and you create good will and you allow them to be part of it and you motivate them and you incentivise them. It’s your idea, you’re leading it, but they’re working it.
 
Michael Spencer: Brian obviously stands out in his generation as an outstanding guy. Apart from building his own business, he founded an extremely successful business in which, in his peak year, messengers were being paid £70,000 bonuses. He did it in trading niches historically dominated by American investments banks. Brian manages to combine a pretty steely edge with courtesy, even slightly old-world courtesy, and charm, and that’s a knock-out combination because often those who are very motivated, ambitious and driven don’t have social skills. That makes them unappealing characters. Brian, by contrast, is a very tough guy, with charm.
Brian: It’s the enthusiasm for the job, isn’t it? You do it properly. I am committed to a lot of charities, and I haven’t the time any more for new ones. I am a hostage to other people, that’s why I want to cut it down, do what I want to do, when I want to do it.
But because I said I’ll do it – Dictum meum pactum – I do it. I know it sounds a bit yuck, but the other motto that was ingrained is me was my old school motto, service before self.
I don’t think there is anything I can do about those two things.
It’s like not throwing rubbish on the street.
You don’t do it.
 
Nostalgia? There’s no physical market any more, is there? It’s not the same as when there was a Stock Exchange floor. There were 200 firms there, jobbers all sitting around, brokers going in and out all day long, they’ve all got boxes around it, and always, always dealing.
It’s not the same, sitting in front of a screen, is it?
They’re dealing but they don’t speak to anybody face to face.
Of course they talk!
You say, I want to do this, wallop, wallop, wallop, wallop, it’s like playing computer games.
The sales traders will speak to each other, but the dealers, they just say ‘hit it’, ‘don’t hit it’, ‘do this’, ‘do that’, and they are glued to the screens, filtering out the information they need. They lunch at the screen! It’s a completely different world. It’s the world of hand-held games.
A good example of that was when my son Guy used to come to the Floor to see what went on. When he was a boy he wanted to be on the Stock Exchange Floor. I took Guy to Draper’s Gardens, then our dealing Floor. He came up to the office, and Draper’s Gardens had big wings like a butterfly, and he looked down at all these VDUs and all the dealers and he said, ‘God, Dad, you’ve ruined my career. I wanted to be on the Floor of the Exchange.’
It was nothing to do with me, of course.
The fact of the matter was, he stayed there for two or three days and then he said, ‘this is much better.
Much better!
It’s the technology. They love it, the young do, it’s their language. It wasn’t my language, I have never adapted to it. I am not a Luddite but the young love it. Guy said, ‘no, I don’t want to go down on to the floor.’
In fact, he went on to the Liffe Market, open outcry, and he could see that it was a waste of time.
There was a lot of camaraderie down there, but nowadays it’s so much more efficient.
It’s not fun but it’s efficient.
 
 

21 - The bad patch
 
 
 
 
 
Doreen: We had a bad patch when I caught a blistering disease in 1985. It lasted a long lingering two years.
I had never heard of this disease until I contracted it. It was caused, we think, by getting septicaemia through a cut on my foot which was not treated properly at the time.
The disease has a name, bulous pemphigoid.
We had bought our house in Corsica in 1985 and we tried to go out as much as we could over the year to check the renovations.
There was a television aerial on the roof. We took it down, we didn’t want television there at all, and it was lying on the balcony. I walked past and I sliced my foot on it.
I am the world’s worst nurse, my kids run away from me, they don’t want me to look after them. The wound didn’t bleed, it just watered. I thought, well that’s all right, because I didn’t really know.
The next day I started to feel a bit funny, and we were going home a day later. By then my foot was really swollen up. We went to the chemist and he gave me a wash for it. We got to Nice Airport to change planes, and I was just so ill I spent the whole time in the loo. Brian took me to the doctor at the airport before we got on the plane. I told her about my foot and she said, no, it’s nothing to do with that, you’ve just got a virus.
Go home, she said, take paracetamol.
I got home and for three or four days I didn’t bother to go to the doctor, but I was getting worse and worse. I finally went to the doctor and he put me on antibiotics and it cleared up. But within a month to six weeks I had got blisters on the back of my leg. I knew I hadn’t been bitten, and because I didn’t see the blisters I didn’t think anything of it.
It got pretty nasty so we went back to the doctor, and by then satellite blisters were appearing.
He said, I think you had better go to Parkside Hospital, a private hospital by Wimbledon Common, where they did a biopsy.
I had to go back for the results.
The doctor said, ‘Sit down,’ he said, ‘you’ve got…well, we’re not sure what you’ve got…you’ve either got bulous pemphigoid or bullous pemphygus. Now bullous pemphygus is fatal, so let’s say for the time being you’ve got bulous pemphigoid .’
I had the minor one, not the fatal one, and had to be treated straight away with a very high dose of steroids. The treatment included all the other drugs associated with taking steroids, valium, sleeping pills, pills to stop me becoming diabetic and so on. The side effects were horrendous. They included weight gain, my face swelled up like a football and I developed a humped back. I also acquired a lot of facial hair, and I failed to look attractive for a long time.
The pills affected my mental state.
I became a virtual recluse.
Brian found it very hard to cope.
This disease occurred at the same time as Brian was going through a rough patch at CNW. He is quite a vain man and did not want to be seen with me.
Our lives had been perfect up until that time. We were a very happy family but I think that some men cannot cope with illness when they have been accustomed to having their lives run so smoothly. Brian had always been so loving towards me that it was a shock to see another side to him. He had always said there actually was another side to him, but I had thought he was joking. Guy is like his father; he was very sympathetic but also found it hard to cope. He was at that age when he could go off travelling, so he went with his cousin to Australia. Mark and Sarah were very supportive, but as Mark was at boarding school, I am afraid that Sarah took the brunt of it. As she was twelve years old at the time it started, it had a dramatic effect on her relationship with her father.
In the beginning Brian and I had a bad time of it. After a while I told him that I wanted his sister Doreen, who lived in the United States, to come over and help me for a while. Doreen was the only one who knew what Brian could be like – the other side of him – as he had given her a pretty bad time when she was growing up. Brian agreed to this move. Doreen came over and lived with us for a few months. She and I went away together to Corsica, without Brian, and while I was there I realised I had to make up my mind whether or not to stick it out for the two years it would take to get better, or to get divorced. Whilst I came to the conclusion that what we had in our marriage was worth fighting for, and I would make the best of it, I did not know if Brian would feel the same way.
Brian was going through a bad patch himself. He had to cope with my condition, with the trouble and pressure at CNW at that time, and he also suffered a collapsed diaphragm. It was probably caused by stress. He was an unhappy man. He arrived home one night fighting for breath; the doctor thought he was having a heart attack. But when he was admitted to hospital they found that a virus had attacked a nerve in his neck which collapsed part of his diaphragm.
When Doreen and I returned from Corsica, I decided to bring matters to a head. I confronted Brian one evening and told him that I would probably get better, hopefully, if the doctors were right, within two years, I would be back to my old self.
‘But if you decide you cannot stand it and have to go, don’t think that you can come back when I am better.’
Typical Brian.
‘Better go and pack me a bag then,’ he said.
 
If there was ever a defining and existential moment in Brian Winterflood’s life, this was it, a symbiotic link between him and the father he has never had any time for. Had Doreen reacted to this outrageous suggestion as the majority of modern women would have been encouraged to react – egged on by the Sisterhood, imagine the advice of a Germaine Greer or a Polly Toynbee? – she would have had a righteous screaming fit, and gone to the law to take him for everything he had. His alternative to life with Doreen and a loving family in a beautiful Wimbledon house would not have been as miserable living alone in the caravan his father was eventually reduced to, with the company of loose women, because by then Brian had made his fortune.
He could have afforded more than a caravan.
But Brian Winterflood was in the most difficult situation of his life at the time, trying to hold his Bisgood dealers together in the alien territory of County NatWest, and this terrible stress at home.
Brian would confront anything.
Everyone who knows him talks of his capacity to get into a fight.
It is what he does.
He was then and remains a fierce competitor.
The race is to the strong, life is red in tooth and claw.
And everything is a deal.
Take a position, hold it as long as you can, get the best terms.
All his loyal dealers had no illusions – Mike Hines, David Codd, Julian Palfreyman – ‘you know Brian!’ – those he thought had failed him, Terry Connor, Mark Potashnik – in a crisis, when the chips are down and the game is on, Brian plays the toughest hand he can.
As he did with Doreen that night.
It could have all gone absolutely wrong in the biggest mistake of his life.
Instead of dinners with former Governors of the Bank of England, the well-de-
served status of a City grandee, rubbing shoulders with some of the most powerful men and women in the financial world, it could all have been quite different.
It could have ended as a more well-cushioned but essentially the same way as his father had ended his life.
Except for Doreen.
When she told him that if he continued to behave as he had, they would split, he replied by telling her to pack his bags.
What did Doreen do?
 
Doreen: It made me laugh.
I said, go and pack your own bleeding bag!
But I was laughing.
We started laughing together, and then crying.
We made up then and that was all right.
But it was hard for him.
When I got the illness back again, I said, I don’t think I can stand to go through all that again.
Brian said, don’t worry, I’ll be OK, I’ll be fine.
He’ll be fine!
That was twenty years ago when I became ill for the first time. I was forty six. I was in my prime then, I was slim, but I never got back to the weight again that I had been before that happened. I think marriages have to go through things like that. They don’t have to, it need not have happened, yet it’s like going through fire, isn’t it? It makes you stronger. Because you’ve seen everybody’s other side.
You know the worst.
If you’re willing to go through that and stick it out, you’re willing to do most things, really.
Brian: I am truly a very lucky man. I have had hardly any upsets in my life apart from a bad patch handling my wife’s period of illness. It was a very trying time for our marriage and her great strength saw us through, thank God. It wasn’t that she was dying but she was very unwell for quite a long time and I am afraid that I was not the most understanding husband in the world. In fact, probably the worst.
We survived that.
Thank God. And Doreen.
I doubt that you will find a luckier man than me.
 
Charlie Peel: Without Brian, London markets would not have evolved the same way in the last twenty-five years. Without Brian Winterflood, Aim would not have thrived, nowhere near.
But people like civil servants in the Bank of England, they’ve probably never heard of him, they think he’s some spiv. Whatever happens, those sort of people make up reasons in their heads for things that happen. Because they don’t know the facts, they’re never down there in the fray itself, fighting, right down there.
The trouble is, if you’re in the City and you behave badly in a pub or you say something they take against, it undoes everything, or it can do. You want the right to say what you like, of course, and Brian has been pretty outspoken, and that obviously annoys people.
Mike Hines: His children bought him twenty hours free jet rides for his 70th birthday. So Brian says, ah, we deal in this company, who do we know? What about the broker?
He’s gone to the broker to get a better deal.
Everybody’s saying, for God’s sake, Brian, your kids have bought you a present, just accept the present. He won’t leave it alone. Whatever deal it is, he feels he should be able to get it cheaper. He should be able to know someone who can get some money off that price. He’s never paid the right price for anything, because that’s not his nature. He will always ask for a discount.
He’s got that trading ability.
He doesn’t blink, even if he’s betting the farm on something.
 
Doreen: I am very proud of my children.
We had the boys both down for Charterhouse, the boarding school, but Guy decided he didn’t want to board, he wanted to be a day boy, so he went toDulwich College. Mark wanted to board, so he went to Charterhouse. I didn’t want them to go to different places because I thought they would grow apart, but in actual fact, that hasn’t happened.
The boys did not join their father. He is not into nepotism, but they are in finance, Guy in London into derivatives, Mark in commercial banking in Paris.
Our daughter Sarah trained to be an actress. Half in jest, her father laid down some pretty tough guidelines – no swearing, no casting couch business, no drinking, no nudity and no smoking – the poor girl didn’t stand a chance. One of the plays she did appear in, she played the part of a Jewish lesbian prostitute who smoked and drank and swore liberally. Sarah sure got her own back on him.
When the play was put on in New York in 1937, the whole cast was arrested and the theatre closed down. This didn’t happen to Sarah. She decided a better career would be in photography, and she is now doing well as a professional freelance photographer.
My children are balanced, they’re happy, and they want to be with us, which is good. We have five wonderful grandchildren, and still holiday together – three generations of us – whenever we can.
 
Carol Leonard: He’s had a very happy marriage with Doreen, he’s got three fantastic kids and got – squabbles and all – very warm, real, loving, caring relationships with them. And he made sure what happened between him and his own father hasn’t happened between him and his children. He’s given his house to them, he’s done everything he can for them, and you can just see by the way he talks about them, and the expression on his face when he talks about Doreen and the children, he’s totally, without being reckless or totally indulgent of them, they’re kind of his life’s work in a way. Because he’s had such a positive experience with his own life, once he became an adult he was able to create his own domestic environment, he’s moved away from that. But there’s that childhood bit, that anchor in his life, locked away somewhere.
That explains that pent-up something you can sense within him.
 
Brian: Look at me, I am seventy-five and I’m still here. I can’t steal their thunder at Wins, can I? I am Life President of Wins, and the rest of Winterflood still have a word in my ear about things.
I am there to help them.
Perfect.
Couldn’t be better.
I am the luckiest man in the world.
 
But whatever happens to us, I have to die before Doreen does.
I cannot imagine life without her.
Doreen could cope without me.
I could not cope without her.
Nor would I want to.
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Brian: And so, the end is in sight. I don’t mean that in a morbid sense you understand. There are still parts of the world Doreen and I have yet to see, and we also plan on making the most of the home we have purchased in the retirement villages of Florida. No, the end I am referring to is my time in the City.
The 31st January, 2017, a day for milestones. I will turn 80 years of age, celebrate 60 years in the City and the exact same amount of time with the same woman – and to answer the wag who asked, ‘Does your wife know?’; yes she does, because, as what has gone before in this book has shown, she has only ever been the woman for me. Also on this day, I will also step away from it all. I will ring the bell of my beloved stock exchange and bid it a fond farewell.
My passion will be undimmed of course and I will be checking what the market closed at to my very last breath. It’s in my blood. How could it not be given the history I have lived through?
That history might yet lead to my swan-song. Over the past few years I have put a lot of thought and effort in to founding a Stock Exchange museum and Financial Education Centre. I think it is to our huge detriment that London and our great financial institution lacks such an establishment. I mean, New York, Tokyo and Tianjin in China all have one so why not London? It frustrates me greatly that it has proven so difficult to get off the ground. Indeed, there have been times where I questioned whether it was worth pursuing.
But that would be giving up and, as it turns out, there is light at the end of the tunnel. With the Museum of London due to be relocated, discussions have started with a view to finding a home for it within its new premises in Smithfield. There is a way to go yet but the initial response is promising. We will be more than happy to donate if the museum’s existing ‘Square Mile’ section is extended to incorporate it – coincidentally, Doreen and I became Patrons of the Museum as we have also become Patrons of the Natural History Museum and Variety – The Children’s Charity. Therefore I may well be stepping away from the daily grind of the City, but I will continue to fight for this small legacy. I feel it’s long overdue and I would love to give something back in this way. Not long ago I was approached to fund the renovation of the theatre in the City of London School for Boys and was very proud to do so and now Doreen and I regularly attend the various productions that are put on by the School in “The Winterflood Theatre”.
The museum struggles aside, the twilight of my professional years have still included some notable highlights. In 2010, I was made Life President of the Securities Industry Management Association (SIMA), as well as President of the Quoted Companies Alliance (QCA), the forerunner being CISCO which we set up in 1962. This year I stepped down after a very enjoyable seven years, while in 2013 it was a proud moment to see WINS celebrate its 25th anniversary.
On a personal level, 2012 – the year of my 75th birthday and the Queen’s Diamond Jubilee – saw the arrival of Sarah’s second son, Maxwell, who together with his brother, Dexter, as well as Guy’s boys, Felix and Flynn, and Mark’s girls, Tatiana and Madeleine, brought our number of grandchildren to six. That same year I became a Member of the British Empire for ‘Services to the Securities Industry’, although it wasn’t until February 2013, that I was able to attend Buckingham Palace for my investiture.
Doreen: I of course find it fitting that Brian’s 75th overlapped with the Diamond Jubilee and his last 12 months as a City employee coincided with The Queen’s 90th birthday, but then I would, Just as I am very proud of his MBE. Brian being Brian didn’t want to accept at first as he thought it was being given to him for his charitable endeavours which, in his opinion, should go unrewarded but when I told him that it was for his contribution to the Financial Services Industry he accepted it with pleasure
 
Brian: I had a brief chat with the Prince of Wales. I told him that I was the last remaining jobber in the City. I also told him that, when I had informed his father of the same fact a few years before, he had suggested that I be placed in Formaldehyde! Doreen and I were able to celebrate with the whole family afterwards, and she and the kids presented me with a cake which featured many of the City’s famous landmarks, as well as the WINS logo.
Back to my imminent retirement: given the cordial relationship I have held with the press over the years, I felt it appropriate to mark this before I rode off in to the sunset. As a result I hosted the only bash the City has ever held for the financial media in November 2016. While I have had the odd run-in with them – who hasn’t! – by and large they had always been very good to me and I wanted to thank them somehow.
An obvious topic of conversation on the night was that of history looking to repeat itself, namely the planned acquisition by Deutsche Bourse of the jewel in the City’s crown. Does it worry me that the Stock Exchange could yet be repositioned in Frankfurt and accounted for in Euros? Of course it does. Financially it is perhaps not as important as it was back in 2000, as there are so many competing market systems, but, given the momentous result of the EU Referendum, politically it still is. Brexit has made – and will continue to make – for interesting times, but I believe we can always stand alone and still be great.
 
Doreen: It will be strange for both of us when we wake up on 1st February, 2017 but, as Brian has already noted, we have an idea of how we will fill our time. We still love our place in Corsica and we will spend a lot more time in Florida – we bought in the same Village as Doreen (Brian’s Sister) and her husband, Richard, so we won’t be short of company. We are also celebrating there with the extended family later in the year, marking the milestones Brian has mentioned in true Winterflood style. We’ve a few adventures in us yet.
 
Brian: Look at me, I’m about to turn 80. Couldn’t be better. I am the luckiest man in the world.
 
Many thanks to my son-in-law, Lee Taylor, who has compiled this summing up chapter.
￼[image: pasted-image.tiff]
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Review by Geoff Foster
Chief Financial Reporter (retd.) Daily mail
 
 
 
If ever there is an award for the best-ever jobber, or City trader, then Brian Winterflood will be the runaway winner.
The veteran City grandee can retire in January after a wonderful 60-year career, knowing that his quite spectacular rags-to-riches story will never be repeated.
He has often said that ‘’I am the luckiest man in the world’’, but you certainly need a lot more than luck to succeed in the cutthroat business of making money in one of the biggest financial centres in the world.
His wonderful mix of old-fashioned working class values and modern London life has stood him in good stead throughout his career and his memoirs are a fascinating read.
How an East Ham born lad survived an unhappy childhood to become a City legend is an inspiring tale. His life has covered the most revolutionary changes ever to have occurred in the world of finance.
It is somewhat ironic and possibly sad as far as Brian is concerned, that when he retires from his honorary position of life President of the eponymous brokerage he co-founded in January 1988, his beloved London Stock Exchange will be well on the way to climbing into bed with the German Boerse.
His book tells us that the swashbuckling veteran was instrumental in obstructing the LSE’s attempt to merge with the Germans in 2000. He became something of an unofficial spokesman for the smaller brokers and the smaller investor.
Jovial and extrovert, Winterflood was always willing to speak his mind and stand his ground against the elite corporate financier departments who had spent their educational years at either Eton or Harrow.
He began is career working as a general dogsbody and messenger for stockbrokers Greener Dreyfus & Co in 1953, earning a pittance. His term there was interrupted by two years national service in the RAF before he cut his teeth at Bisgood Bishop, a family partnership and the smaller of the five firms of London stockjobbers.
He soon found out that there was a lot of snobbery in the City with investment bankers despising stockbrokers who were considered to be ‘spivs’, while jobbers were looked upon as nothing other than ‘’barrow boys’’.
Undeterred, Brian became Bisgood’s top money earner and was made a member of the London Stock Exchange in 1966, at the age of 29. In 1970, he produced 19s 2p for very £1 employed and his reputation within the Square Mile was growing.
He was a hard task master. He did not suffer fools gladly. Former Bisgood staff members – Julian Palfreyman and Richard Meaney – admit that they were scared of him in the early days.
His nickname was “blue, blue, blue’’. He would shout that out in the marketplace to attract a blue button, or trainee dealer’s attention before more often that not handing out a tongue-lashing over a perceived bad bargain.
There was a degree of tyranny in his behaviour as he always demanded hard work and dedication from his staff. It proved the correct strategy as the likes of Palfreyman and Meaney remained working for him throughout his career.
Brian made a name for himself as the ‘Big Daddy’ jobber for smaller companies. He always made a price for any stock at a time when a major criticism of the LSE was that it did not take enough care and attention of the small-cap area of the market. Brian made sure it did.
He was instrumental in setting up ‘The Unlisted Market’ in November 1980, which filled a big hole in the market. He became affectionately known as ‘’Mr USM’’. It started trading in only 10 stocks and by January 1987 that figure had risen to 500-plus.
Brian admits that the Press always treated him well. But it worked both ways. He was always available for an off-the-record quote and to offer any advice about market trends etc. The Times newspaper was the first to run a USM column, written by Carol Leonard, which was a must read at the time for the smaller investor. Brian always offered his expertise and was regularly quoted.
That continued after the Alternative Investment Market, or AIM, replaced the USM in 1990.
Bisgood almost went bust in 1974 when the stock market crashed in the wake of Burmah oil subsidiary Castrol’s collapse. It survived by the skin of its teeth, but Brian and the board then knew that it needed to be bigger with the support of a richer organisation.
Bisgood was bought by County NatWest, the youngest merchant bank in the City, in 1986. It was before Big Bang in October 1987 was to change the City landscape dramatically as the fashion was to be an integrated house, not only could you trade, but you had brokers and the clients.
For Brian, the marriage became an absolute nightmare. It ended with his unceremonious sacking in February 1988.
The County NatWest bosses did not have a clue about stock jobbing and were totally risk averse. Brian baulked at being asked to attend ridiculous, mundane executive meetings twice a day at wholly inappropriate times – 9am when the stock market had just opened and 4pm when it had just closed. Ridiculous.
Brian just did not like being told what to do and was utterly gobsmacked when he learnt that not one of his top dealers had been locked-into long-term contracts. Three walked away to join rival firms on telephone number contracts. Brian has never spoken to them since. Having said that, after a lifetime in the City, he has fallen out with barely a handful of people.
Behind every successful man there is usually a great woman and happy family life.
His wife Doreen has been his rock for 60 years, none more so when he had to return to their Wimbledon home to tell her he had been booted out by County NatWest aged 50 after 30 years in the City.
CNW had lost a small fortune in the infamous Blue Arrow affair and had partly blamed Brian’s jobbing team. It obviously caused tremendous tension between Brian and the CNW board and eventually led to Brian being told to toe the line, resign or be sacked. Brian chose resignation as it was more profitable.
The writing had been on the wall for a long time. Rumours doing the rounds in the City was that the pinstriped suits in the CNW board were forever miffed with the fact that Brian was earning more money than they were. Remember, he was just a “barrow boy’’.
News soon spread that Brian had been ousted and Graeme Gilchrist at Union Discount persuaded him to start up a stockjobbing firm on his own, much to the amazement of many of his old friends who thought he was absolutely mad. Trading conditions post the 1987 crash were rotten.
Yet Brian’s huge ego shone through. He took the bull by the horns and Winterflood Securities, trading as Wins, was born. Union Discount sold Wins to Close Brothers for a meaty £19m in 1993, and a year later it had made dealing profits of £26m.
Rod Kent, boss of Close Brothers, couldn’t believe his luck. He had described Wins as a ‘’terrific business’’ even before in 1997 it had made profits of £45.6m out of the Close Bros. group total of £55m.
During the Dot.com boom, Wins came into its own. It transacted a spectacular 57,000 bargains a day in March 2000 and year-end bonuses were huge. Brian was paid £3m-plus on top of his annual salary, whilst a 50 year old long serving messenger made the news by receiving a tasty bonus which took his total annual salary of £70,000. It again highlighted Brian’s generosity and loyalty to all his staff.
Wins successfully attracted a £800m bid approach from Charles Schwab, the US-based internet broker, but Rod Kent and the Close board kicked it into touch much to the chagrin of Brian and his partners at Wins who would have probably trousered plenty of cash if a US bid had been successful.
Wins has remained under the Close Bros umbrella and is still the biggest and best firm of stockjobbers.
Brian was rewarded for his services to the Securities industry in 2012 when he was made a Member of the British Empire (MBE). You could argue it should have been an OBE.
Brian will ring the bell of the London Stock Exchange on the 31st January, 2017, and bid it a fond farewell. His only major disappointment is that he has been unable to get his idea of a Stock Exchange Museum and Financial Education centre off the ground.
Brian and Doreen will now be able to spend more time at their homes in Corsica and Florida. He has no real hobbies but will still have a Guild of role to play in the Guild of Bankers and is President of SIMA (Securities Investment Management Association) a network for City professionals.
One thing is for sure, the City will never see the likes of a Brian Winterflood again. He is a total one-off. A self-made man who made it to the top, against all the odds.
Doreen, take a bow!!!!!
 
Accreditations
Neville Buch – Blenheim Exhibitions
Carol Leonard – Inzito LLP
Jimmy Bisgood, dec’d. – Bisgood Bishop
Terence O’Hearn, dec’d. – Stock Broker – “Father of the House”
Charlie Peel – ex Stock Broker
Derek Riches – ex Stock Jobber, Smith Bros.
David Codd, retired, – ex Finance Director and Founder member of WINS
Mike Hines, retired – ex Manager and CEO WINS
Julian Palfreyman, retired – ex CEO WINS
Richard Howell, retired – ex Stock Broker
Richard Meaney – Director WINS
Stephen Lewis – City Pundit – Monument Securities
Jonathan Cohen – ex CEO County NatWest
Laurence Marsh, retired – Analyst WINS
Graham Gilchrist, retired – ex CEO Union Discount
Rod Kent, retired – ex CEO Close Bros.
“Wurzel” Peter Collins, retired – Dealer WINS
Mike Hicks, retired – Stock Broker – oldest friend in S.E.
Ian Plenderleith, retired – ex Dep. Gov. Bank of England
John Jay – Ex Editor “Sunday Telegraph”
Reg Vallin, retired – CEO Vallin Pollen (Very early AIM IPO)
Angela Knight, CBE – APCIMS
Eddie George, dec’d. – ex. Gov. of Bank of England
 
 
Dramatis Personae
 
Beard, Margaret – Back Office at Bisgood Bishop, CNW and Wins, a specialist in residue settlements, Winterflood loyalist.
 
Bevan, Judi – Journalist, one of Brian’s Winterflood’s top‘Telegraph girls’ as a market reporter in the 1980’s, later author.
 
Bisgood, Jimmy – A senior partner at jobbers Bisgood Bishop when Brian Winterflood joined after National Service, who became Brian’s mentor. Dec’d.
 
Buch, Neville – Rhodesian-born business man who brought Blenheim Exhibitions to AIM on Big Bang day, which he later sold for £600 million.
 
Codd, David – Back office trainee, later head of back office at Bisgood Bishop, walked raging out of County NatWest, founding director, Winterflood Securities.
 
Cohen, Jonathan – Chief Executive of County NatWest, forced Brian to resign in 1988, a decision that led to his own demise and foundation of WINS.
 
Collins, Peter – Known as Wurzel, Winterflood dealer.
 
George, (Lord) Eddie – Governor of the Bank of England, 1993-2003. Dec’d.
 
Gilchrist, Graeme – Chief Executive at Union Discount, one of the City’s Gilt edged firms, key decision-maker funding the founding of Winterflood Securities.
 
Hedges, Peter – Brian’s colleague in Germany while in the RAF on National Service, jazz fan in the 1960’s clubs. Best man at the Winterflood wedding.
 
Howell, Richard – Stockbroker on the floor of the old Stock Exchange, pre-1966, now in corporate finance.
 
Hicks, Mike – one of Brian’s oldest friends, met as fellow juniors on the floor of the Stock Exchange from 1960.
 
Hines, Mike – East End boy, followed on the of David Codd through Bisgood Bishop into CNW, founding director of Wins, now Chief Executive.
 
Jay, John – Journalist then Financial Editor of The Sunday Times/ Sunday Telegraph. .
 
Kent, Rod – Chief Executive of Close Brothers, which bought Wins from Union Discount in 1993.
 
Knight, Angela – Former Conservative MP, lost her seat in 1997, became chief executive of APCIMS – the Association of Private Clients, Investment Managers and Stockbrokers – representing small companies in the UK. Now with ACPO.
 
Leonard, Carol – Financial journalist on The Times, later a columnist, now a senior head-hunter with Whitehead Mann.
 
Lewis, Stephen – Once ‘the Fifth Horseman of the Apocalypse’, voted best economist in London in the 1980’s by City institutions.
 
Marsh, Laurence – one of the few university graduates at Wins, where he is company analyst.
 
Meaney, Richard – Young (ish) Wins director with a whiff of experience of the old Stock Exchange floor. Brian Winterflood often adds 20 years to his age.
 
O’Hearne, Terence – 94, ‘Father of the House’, of the old Stock Exchange and unofficial historian, a stockbroker nicknamed ‘The Irish Yid’.
 
Palfreyman, Julian – Managing Director of Wins, having joined Bisgood Bishop as a blue button at 18, once one of Winterflood’s ‘blue, blue, blue’s’.
 
Peel, Charlie – Old Etonian, legendary City character, Senior Partner with Fielding, Newson Smith in 1984 when bought by County Natwest, though he parted company a year before Winterflood, later founded Peel, Hunt.
 
Plenderleith, Ian – Bank of England grandee, 1965-2002. The BoE’s man on the LSE from 1989-2001, deputy Chairman from 1996. The Bank’s Executive Director responsible for financial markets and operations.
 
Quirk, Patrick – Once Cazenove blue button, part of the Winterflood myth of dealing in East End markets in the 1960’s. Later sales trader.
 
Restall, Ian – Entrepreneur behind the City awards dinners.
 
Riches, Derek – Entered City in 1958 as blue button for Jewish jobbers Smith Brothers, later ally in battle for AIM and against Deutsche Bourse.
 
Spencer, Michael – Founder, ICAP, one of the City’s ‘singletons’, now Treasurer, Tory Party. Billionaire.
 
Valin, Reg – Founder, Valin Polen, once one of the most powerful PR companies in the UK before an unfortunate purchase in the USA.
 
Winterflood, Brian – ‘The Last Jobber’, founder, Winterflood Securities (Wins) after being sacked by County NatWest. Now player in equities globally, including AIM companies.
 
Winterflood, Doreen – his beloved wife, mother to Guy, Mark and Sarah.
 
Brian Winterflood
On becoming one of the Great and the Good
January 31, 1937 – Brian M Winterflood born
 
 
	1953	Joined Stockbrokers Greener Dreyfus & Co as blue button.
	1957	Met Doreen.
	1958	After National Service, joined stockjobbers Bisgood Bishop.
	1966	Married first/last time. Member of the Stock Exchange.
	1967	Partnership in Bisgood Bishop.
	1970	Guy born.
	1971	Appointed Director, Bisgood Bishop, on conversion to company.
	1973	Mark born.
	1974	Sarah born.
	1980	Unlisted Securities Market (USM) born.
	1981	Appointed Joint Managing Director, Bisgood Bishop.
	1986	Bisgood Bishop taken over by County NatWest Bank.
	1987	Appointed Executive Director, CNW.
	1988	Feb, left CNW (sacked)
	 
	May, under Union Discount formed Winterflood Securities(Wins).
	1989	Vice President, Remedi – the Rehabilitation and Medical Research Trust.
	1990	AIM (Alternative Investment Market) was born.
	1991	Director, Union Discount Company PLC.
	1990	Member of QCL (Quoted Companies Alliance formerly known as CISCO –
	 
	The City Group for Smaller Companies ). Member, October Club Ctte.
	1992	Executive Member, CISCO, December 1992 – September 1997.
	1993	Wins taken over by Close Brothers Group plc.
	1994	Member, City Dispute Practitioners Panel.
	1995	Appointed to board of Close Brothers Group PLC. AIM Appeals Committee
	 
	member. Made Trustee of LSE Benevolent Fund.
	1996	Non FTSE 100 Working Party Committee member. Secondary Markets
	 
	Committee member.
	1997	Appointed Fellow of the Securities Institute. President of Reeds Schools
	 
	Appeal. 1998 Appointed Director of ProShare. Become President of Remedi.
	1999	Appointed Chief Executive Officer of Wins. 2000 EASD Market Advisory
	 
	Committee member.
	2001	Order of St George. Committee Member, Heart of the City.
	2002	Non-Executive Chairman, Wins. Freeman, City of London. Guild of
	 
	International Bankers. Order of St George. Governor, Reeds School.
	 
	Committee Member, Boost Bond Appeal.
	2004	President of SIMA (Securities Industry Management Association) Deputy
	 
	Chairman, Lord Mayor’s Appeal. Vice President, Save the Children 2004.
	2007	Liveryman of the Guild of Bankers. Patron, Winterflood Theatre, City of
	 
	London School for Boys.

 
Brian Winterflood – Memorable Dates
 
	 
	Frayes College	1995/2016	S.E Benevolent Fund Trustee
	1953
	Greener Dreyfus
	1995/98
	Aim Advice Appeals Ctee

	1955/57
	National Service
	1996/98
	Non FTSE 100 working party

	1957/86	Bisgood Bishop	 
	Committee
	1965
	Capital Gains Tax
	1996/98
	Secondary Markets Ctee

	1966
	Member of S.E
	1996
	MSI Member (CSI)

	10.10.1966
	Married
	1997
	Fellow (CSI)

	1967
	Partner of Bisgood Bishop
	1997/8
	Reeds
	President of the Appeal

	1967/69
	Opened Shop “Fludds”
	2002/07
	Governor

	1971	Incorp/Director	2007	 
	Past President
	1973
	S/E Federation
	1997/98
	Proshare
	Ctee

	1973
	Women admitted
	11.1998/03
	Director

	1980	USM	 
	2000	APCIMS Award
	1981
	Joint Managing Director BB
	2000/01
	EASD UK Jt Chairm Advisory Board

	1986
	BIG Bang 27.10
	2001
	RSA Fellow

	1986
	CNW Agree Takeover
	2001/02
	Boost Bond (Citylife)

	1986/88
	CNW Exe Dir
	2002/06
	Monument Non Exec

	08.09.87-
	Hospital & Blue Arrow
	2002
	Freeman of the City

	05.10.88	 
	2002	Guild of Int Bankers
	1987
	S.E Crash
	2007
	Liveryman on the Court

	12.01.88
	Left County
	2002/16
	Heart of the City Cttee Mbr

	12.05.88
	Union Discount Wins Agreement
	2002
	Order of St George

	01.08.88
	Start of Wins Union Discount
	2004/2009
	Save the Children V.P. The Lord Mayors

	01.01.91	Director	 
	Appeal
	02.04.93	Close	 
	2004/2005	Dep Chairman (Savory)
	14.12.93
	Board Member
	2004
	SIMA Life President

	1995/02
	Director
	2008
	Lifetime Achievement Aw

	2002
	Retired from Board
	2010
	Life President WINS

	1988/99
	WINS Man Director
	2008
	City of London School for Boys

	15.08.1994	Gilts Chairman	 
	Winterflood Theatre
	2000
	1st German Takeover
	2008
	Variety Club (LT Ach Aw)

	1999/01
	WINS
	CEO
	2010/16
	QCA President (CISCO 1992)

	2001/02
	Chairman
	2010
	East London Bond (Citylife)

	2002/09
	Non-Exec Chairman
	2011
	QCA Lifetime Ach Aw

	2009	 
	Life President	May-11	Launch of Sunshine Coach
	1986
	October Club
	2012/16
	Start of S.E.Mus. Project

	1990/02
	October Club Cmttee Mb
	2013
	25th An. WINS Rang the SE Bel

	1989/98
	REMEDI
	Vice Pres
	2014
	Lord Mayor’s Appeal Cttee. Mbr

	1998/07	President	 
	(Yarrow)
	2007/10
	Vice Pres
	2014
	Mbr. Union Jack Club

	2010
	 
	Patron
	2014
	M.B.E.
	 

	1995
	AIM Launch
	2015
	Patron VARIETY CLUB

	1992/00
	Cisco Founder Member
	2015
	Patron MUS.of LONDON

	1994/00
	City Dispute Prac Panel
	2016
	2nd German Takeover (Ginger Gp.)

	1994/95
	PLC Achievement Award by PWC
	31.01.2017
	Retire & Ring Stock Exchange Bell
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